
THE FLAME 

Jl Tom As f one & Soeeif^ Noi^el 
^^W.C.r ' fLE 



LOOT OF ^ ElOBOlfCnOH! 

Arizona . faifiifr ffovef'-f 



HATED WIRf 

Range/and ffoye/ef 




Vlj^ HOSPITAL Bins PAID! 



HEM S IH£ NATIONS' WOST 

POPULftR PROTECTION! 
SERVICE GOLD SEAL POLICY 



THAT ARE fi/G 

fWOWGH To Be WORTHWHILE! 



IF YOUR'E SICK . . . Policy 
pays for sickness disability a lib- 
eral monthly income for a.i long 
as J months in amounii up to . . 



IF YOUR'E HURT... For trav.1 
and other accident di-sabiliry a 
monthly income as long as 24 
months in amountt up to . . 



ACCUMULATED CASH 

Policy pzys for travel and olher 
accidental Iom of life, limb, or 
sislit liberal capital sums up to 



• Increases 10% each year (or 5 years up to $0000.00! 




AGES 15 to 69 
HO MEDICAL EXAMINATION 

CASH For Almost Every Emergency ! 

Now, added millions can afford all-around insuran-e protection. Here 
IS a policy for only fl-a monlh lliat pays (ifcrra/ cupila/ ,um, up lo 
*I4000.0() for travel, auto and ordinary accidental loss of life, limbs or 
sight. It provides a manlMy ca./i mcom, if disibled by either sickness 
or accident . . . pays hoip.lat expenses for bolh sickness and accident, 
also childbirth . . pays even for non.confinin„ sicknesses and minor 
injuries, as sr'ecified in the policy. Protects you day and night— at 
home, Hork or play. Provides QUICK CASH to replace lost income 
when sicknes.s or accident strikes . . cash tor hospital bills, doctor 
bills, medicines and nurse's care. 

SEND FOR THIS POLICY! wo coin 

HO OBLIGATION! . . Sec this poli.y an.l judge for yourself, 
^oii II agree it olTers fubucnh^l protection at mimmum cost. This is 
NOT the usual limited type policy. Y ou don't have 
to be fiorcd by a bull or fall down an elevator shaft 
10 collect. Let us send you this policy lor 10 Da> i' 
Free Examination. NO cost. NO obligation. NO 
salesman will call. Just mail coupon below. 




,0.D« INSPECTION COUPON 



0SP^^^^^^^^^^i!^fl!L ^f^'^^JTsER^ IIFE INSURANCE CO. \ 

„ . , „ - . -MILAjLM^ m 'W-Q Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2. Nebraska ■ 

rlospital Uenents, in addition to other ^^^^^^^^^^^^ ■ crxir* -.i. . . ■ 

benefits, for both sickness and acciden M ^ «* P- M I ,H T^-^/.'^MnM^-u^n T'' "^L"-''''"''' I 

include ?5.oo per day for hospital room, * P rT lII ■ ^ «'-A-'^'ONTH Policy for 10 Days' Free ■ 

board, general nursing care. Also ?85.00 H 4 l| I I = Inspection. I 

for hospital expenses. Total hospital ben- llllllliMAMr ■ 

efits for a single hospital confinement, as UUU.UU " "•^*'*' | 

•pecified, /or HctncM up (o ;«i7.J0. /or »lso COVUi M»TI«NIIT ■ ADDRFSS I 

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO. ■ ^""^ ^'^ '^ ■ 

"'■•> Jl'Si'A O M A H A 2 . N E I « A S K A ^ ■ ■ ■ J 



To those who think 

LEARNING MUSIC 



is hard • • . 



SEE HOW EASY IT IS! 

IvIY COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE, 
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY 




Starike these notes and you're play- 
ing "America." TRY H— ITS FUN 





BM^M A*9^ this print and picture way 



Enrolltns (or 3r(t Coursa 
••I learned more from your 
course than many of my 
friends who studied under 
prlTate teachers have for 
rem. The fact tliat ITe al- 
ready taken 2 courses sod 
am DOW enrolling for > tlliid 
Ibofld tii>eii& foi UaeUv'* 

*P. A. Sn Mm* 




Plajg (ram Start 

*Tour adrertisements are 
true to the letter. I can ac- 
tually play my favorite in- 
Etrument even though I'm 
only »t the beginning. How 
ciD I ever ezpreas my joyful 
giMitnde." 

•R R. 0„ lltmoh 

»Aei»il lumis on refuest. 
Pleturej hj Professional 
Xedtts, 



* Perhaps you think learning mu- 
sic is a tedious grind. It isn't any 
longer! Long hours of practicing 
humdrutn scales and bard-work 
exercises are over and done with, 
You have no accuses ... no alibis 
wliatsoever for not getting started 
toward musical good times now/ 
For, through a new, easy, pleasant 
method, you can now learn to play 
right at home — ^without ai private 
teacher — for only a few cents a day. 

Learn to Play by Playing 

The lessons come to you by mail 
from the famous U. S. School dE 
Music . . . complete instructions, 
large, clear diagrams 
and all the music you 
need. You study yd'Oa. a 
smile. You learn to play 
by playing real tunes by 
note. And it's all so easy 
to understand. First you 
are told how to do a thing. 
Then a picture sbows you 
how. Then you do it yow- 
self and Aear it. 

If you're tired of just look- 
ing on at parUet— 'if you'Ta 
•avied them wlia could antac. 



I 



tain others — if learning music has al- 
ways been a never-to-come-true dreamr— 
let this time-tested hoina''rta(iy iBMttbod 
come to your rescue. 

Over 850,000 people have studied mu- 
sic this modem, easy as ABC way. And 
remember, no matter what inBtrnmeiit 
you choose, the cost mil average only 
a few cents a day. 

Our illustrated Free Booklet fully ex- 
plains this remarkable course. It shows 
how you can learn to play QOl^y, Uid 
for a mere fraction of the cost of old> 
slow methods. So decide which instru-. 
ment you want to play and mail the 
coupon today. The fascinating Free 
Booklet will be sent to you at once to- 
gether with a "Print and Picture'* 
San^le. U. S. School of Marie, 2941 
Brunswick Bldg., New Yo& 10, N. Y. 



FREE print; AND PICTURE SAMPLE 



U.S. School o1 Music, 2941 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 10, H. Y, i 

Please send me Free Boolilet a.nd Print and Plcttu-e I 
Sample. I would like to play instrument checked below. | 



(Do you have instnunent — 

Plana Aocordlon Trumpet 

Violin HsndallQ Tramilnns 

Guitar SsxtiihoM Tsnsr Bsnla 



-.) 



Idstninisfff 



I Street 
! City 



(nmsBraoiT) 



SiatCL. 



I Notsllf ynusisiuuletl8yis.ors(8iiaRntiraulsigB(nniionJ 
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TRAIL OF THE 

M^MiW. ^- TUTTLE 




u/ When they arrive at the sarvd-blasted cowtown 
WUBL of Turquoise City, those rollicking sleuths of 
the range— Torrtbstone and Speedy— are just in 
time to tangle with Poco Topete and his tough 
gang of smugglers! A rip-roaring action novel! 13 

LOOT OF THE LOBO LEGION (A Novelet) Jackson Cole 36 

Arizona Ranger Navajo Raine rides into Little Pine 
ready for a gunsmoke showdown witt) lynching hombres I 

HATED WIRE (A Novelet) Barry Scobee 50 

Ward Nickerson fights desperate foes as he fakes up 
the mysterious, perilous trail of Ns missing pards! 

OLD TI M ER • • • Stephen Payne 68 

Veteran rancher Whitey Sloan thought he'd try farmin' 
stuff, but you can't teach an old cow dog new tricks. 

THE COWBOY HAD A WORD FOR IT! Chuck Stanley ,74 

Our tenderfoot learns the language of prairie trees. 

THE MEANEST MAN Gunnison Steele 78 

Sam Radd did not know which was worse— killing the 
banker, or telling the law his own pard had done it. 

MANHUNTERS AIN'T HUMAN ....Sam Brant 84 

Hot anger over a killing thaws Sheriff Leach's heart 
but cannot alter the deadly wisdom of his icy stare. 

TRAIL BUZERS Captain Ranger 6 

A meaty department decficated to the great outdoors. 

EXCITING WESTERN, published every other month and copvrifiht, 1946, Uy Better Publications, Inc.. 10 East «th 
Street, New York 16, N. Y. N. L. Pines, President. Subscriptions (12 issues), $1.20; single copies, $.10 ForeiBt 
and Canadian postage extra. Entered as second class mattar March 20, 1945. at the Post OffKe at New York, N. Y, 
under the act of March 3. 1879. Manuscripts must be accompanied .by self-addrBsed stamped envelopK and are 
tubmlttad at ttw author'* risk. Manas of aU charactam used in itorws and ssmi-fiction articles ar« fictitious. If 
titt name of siy living person or existing institution Is used, it Is a coincidence. 

Ow eoiMinlee magatliiu: Tlie Phuiteni Detective, Tliilliieg Oe*ecti»e, Popular Detective, Thrlllkjg Mystery Novel. 
TTwiUlBg Love, TlirilHng Rsndi Stories, ThriUlng Western, Thrililiig Sports, nriltog Wonder Stories. West, Sky 
FigM^ C-Men Detective, Popiilei Sports Magazine. PopoUr Love, gpular W«»J«»J:.^«.'J''a» A^J'ei'BYi. J«» 
Ranw& Ranee Ridert Wester^ Starttieg Stories, Detective Novels Magazine. Masked Rider Western, Rio Kid 
wX5. oS^ lSIs, nJuMag^P^^ Beeic Detective. Exct%g Sports. Poru^m ftjgttaUj a»| Rmleo 




with 6 Big Kits 
of Radiohrts J Send You 

Do you want a good-pay job in Eadio— or your 
own money-making Radio Shop? Mail Coupon for 
a FEEE Sample Lesson and my FREE 64-page 
book, "Win Rich Rewards in Radio." See how 
N.R.I, gives you practical Radio exverienee at 
home — building, testing, repairing BadkM With 6 
BIG KITS OF PARTS I send I 

UeSf Beginners Soon Make Gaod Exfra Money 
in Spar* Time Wliil* Learning 

The day you entoll I atait sendins 'EXTRA 
HONEY JOB SHKBTS. You IjBASK Radio 
principles from juf es^-to-grasp, illustrated les- 
Boaa— PRA01SI0B "what yon learn with parts I 
send— TTSB y*rar knowledge to make EXTRA 
money fixing neighbors* Radios in spare time 
while still learning ! From here it's a short step to 
yoar own full-time Radio Shop or a good Radio 

FoTiire far Trained Men Is Briyhf 
Id Rodio, Televliien, Electronics 

It's probably easier to get started in Radio now 
than ever before because the Radio Repair boai- 
neas is booming. Trained Radio Technicians also 
find profitable opportunities in Police, Aviation, 
Marine Radio, Broadcasting, Radio Manufactur- 
ing, Public Address work. Think of even greater 
opportunities as Television and Electronics become 
available to the public I Send for free books now I j 

Find Out Wlidt N.R.f. Can Co For Yog j 

Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and my 64-paBe bIRjS* I 
Ecad the delails about my Course. Bead letters from meo L 
I traiaed, tcUlnE what they are doing, earning. See how 
tiulckly, easily you can get started. No obllgationi Just K 
MAIL COUPON NOW in an envelope or paste It on a P 
penny postaL J. E. SMITH. President, Dent. 7A09, Na- l' 
tional Radio Institute, Picnteer Home Stiidy Radiai 
School, Washinoton 9, D. C. 



You build tills 
MEASURING INSTRUMENT 

yourself early in the course— use it 
for practical Radio work on neigh- 
borhood Radios to pick up EXTBA 
spare time money i 



Yen build tMs 
SUPERHETERODYNE 
CIRCUIT tliat brines in Iced 
and distant statioiis. Too 
get Practical experience 
pottEns IJiis set throat 
faseina^aK tests I 



success 




iesson. 



Gitea hints oa Receiver Serrlo- 
ing, Locatina Drfects, Repair of 
Loudspeaker, I.F. Transformer, 
Gang-Tuuer, Condenider, etc.. 31 
illustrUiona. Study tt~-jQ8eD ftr^ 
use itr— wiOKiac timaatiosil Hta 
Coupon NOW for roar copy'. 



My Course includes Training in 

TEIEVISION • ElECIRONKS 



MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Deiit. 7A09 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D.a 

Mail me ntEB. without obligation. Sample Lesson 
and t)4-page Iwok about how to win success in Hadio ■ 
and Television— Klectronics, (No salesmaa will call. 
ClMSB aitte plain!;.) 



Naliia- 



._AEe 



Address... 
CltT.. 




(Please Inidude Post OiBce acne number) ~ 4i 

Approved for Tralninxlindei^GT bTm 




A Department for Readers Conducted by CAPTAIN RANGER 



FRIENDS, otit in lihe grooving Pacific 
Northwest reoonvfonsion is more than a 
hncy word. They're making it work. 
Buckling down to |>0)st*war acUviiy and 
carrying out expanMoai planis have been go- 
ing on for snne time in that part of ^e 
coxmtry. 

We're thinking particularly el Proaser, 
Washington, seat <rf Benton county down in 
^e souSi-central i»rt of the State. 

Prosser, pre-war, was just another solidly 
built western town. Set on the bank of the 
Yakima river, with the famous Horse Heaven 
hills rising to the south, it was primarily a 
shipping point for cattle and sheep from the 
surroundkig ranges. 

Prosser also has a flour mUt— one of the 
few remaining flour mills operated, thanks to 
the Yakima river, by water power. 

Before the first white men ever hit the dis- 
trict, Indians used to camp at neM-by Ystema 
Falls eadi year dunt^ the annual salmon 
runs. 

Began as a Trading Post 

The town began as a trading post for the 
vicinity's scattered ranchmen and Hie con- 
struction crews of the Northern Pacific rail- 
road at the time steel was pushing through. 
That was about 1880. James Kinney, later 
joined by Colonel William Prosser, estab- 
lished Prosser as a permanent settlement 

That's the background of the place. 1^1*- 
cally western, rich in the lore and tradition 
of the Northwest 

Along came the war. And a little place 
some forty miles away, Hanford, suddenly 
sprang into prominence. A lot of people 
worked tiiere, but nobody was quite sure 
what they were doing. Hanford was a war 
secret. The site of an atomic bomb factory. 

Witti no large towns near it, hundreds of 
wartime workers in the atomic bomb plant 
went clear to Prosser for living accommoda- 
tions. 

Thus, by a sort of reflex action, Prosser ex- 



perienced a war boom. Some of the town's 
larger houses were remodelled into apart- 
ments. Space over the stores and ofl&ce build- 
ings along Pressor's cowtown main street 
were made into rooms for war workers to 
live in. New residences were built, as many 
as could be under wartime conditions. 

Benton coimty's population, about 12,000 
in 1940, was dose to 25,000 in 1943. More 
thousands were added In 1944. And Prower, 
the county's largest town. We the ImiBt of 
the bulge. 

Then the war ended. Prosser, instead of 
slumping back to its pre-war status, recon- 
verted. It's still reconverting. 

Ctf course business slowed down for a 
time. Many of the war workers, their war 
job done, went back to their original homes. 
But a whde of a lot of them stayed right 
there. 

Friendty Country 

Th^ liked Prosser, Benton county and the 
Pacific Northwest And tfaey liked it well 
aiough to want to live there peacraaasaalis. 
Thfflre was something about Horse HisMrai 
hills, the Yakima riv^, the whole set-upi, that 
made them want to Stay. It was a friendly 
country. 

New settlers have to have a means of mak- 
ing a living* That's Problem Nximber One — 
anywhere, Pressor induded. In Benton 
county the answer seems to be agriculture. 

Not in old-fadiioned "starve cme year and 
make a crop the next farming" fc^on. Tliat 
doesn't make for a stable economy. But ir- 
rigated farming ... ah, that's different! And 
in Benton county, practically at Pross«r's 
doorstep, lies a large portion of Uie 72,000 
acres of new farm land embraced in the 
Roza division of the Yakima Irrigation Proj- 
ect The project itself is one of the biggest 
irrigation undertakityfs of the U. S. Bureau of 
Reclamation in the Pacific Northwest 

When project is completed it is &ie 
fCon«tnued on page 8) 





Yot? MIORT US* a mechiniie's mieiomaier 
or a <lr<di8ai<m's dividan. a aunreyor'B fapa or cm 
Mtgineex'B mis. bat onlT with traimng ecm ran 
bepe to get die fullest ineasnm of opportmity. 

Tot opporinalir is elastic — it expands olong 
with your koowledgs and ability. And whether 
you will "measure up" to the responsibilities ol 
a successful future depends upon whether you 
ore taking special troining to qualify you lot 
b^ter peaifianB cdei^ the way. 



You COB start new ea a program of Peisened 
Advancement — through training. The world- 
famous Iniemaiional Correspondence Schools 
ore ready to help you in the same way that they 
have helped thousands of today's leaders in 
American business and industry. 

Now is the time to broaden your opportunitif^s 
and prepare for a rewarding future by study 
with LC.S. Start today by mailing this coupon 
lor eomplete iiifoiinatioib 



INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 




BOX 3966<4I, SCRANTON 9, KNMA. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me full partteulan about the course A e/ore which I have 



Mr Conditioning and O Btruotunl BnL 

Plumblno CourtM □ Sonreyioa mm 3U«p)9lBiC 

□ Air Conditioninc Cammunhistlbna C o l i P m 

D Heatinc □ PlnmUnc' □ Eieotronia 

□ Refrigeration □ Steam Fittinc □ Practioal Telephony 



Chamfvtry Counts 

n Chemical Encineennc 

□ CheiiiiBtr7f Analytical 

□ CheinistTV, Industrie 

□ ChamiHtty. Mfg. Iron k Bteel 

□ I^trdleum Boaxume □ Plaatioa 
D Palp aad Iwpii 

Civil Englneartng* Archlt«o" 
tural and Mining Courtaa 

□ Architeotural Drafting 
O Architecture 

□ Bridge and Buildms Foramaa 

□ Buil$iic StBtimatimt 

□ Civil BAim«riiK 

□ Coal MEoiiiit 

n ContraaiiaE and Buildlns 

□ Hichway Eucineerins 

□ Lamber Dealer 

D RoadisK Strnottxral Bluepriatit 
Saaitarr fiinii^ering 



□ Radio, Qeneral 

□ Radio Operatioc 
D Hadio Serridis 

□ Teteicrwh ED^aeadBS 
Eleotrloal Coursag 

D Kleotrical Dnftine 

□ Electrical Ensiaeerinc 

□ Electric Lieht and Fowar 
C Liffhtins Teohnician 

□ Practioal £LB9lnc^ 

I ntgrtMl CwmbutOon 
EnglnM Couraag 
D Auto Teohntoian □ AvIaClMl 

□ Dieeel-Electriq^ 

n Diesel Ensiitcs □ C3afl Enidsai 
Mochanloal Couran 

□ Aeronautiaal EasineMlaC 

□ Aircraft Draftins 

□ Risht Enxineer 

□ Foundxy Work 

□ BMt Tkwtneut o1|MiiHilg 



D Industrial Engiiieerina 
DlndoBurial Metallurgy ^ 
D Machine Shop 

□ Meehanical Draftios 

D PattammaVrag — Wood, Metal 
C Readins Shop Blueprint! 

8 Sheet-Metal Draftine i-i 

Sheet-Metal Worker g 

Q Ship Drafting □ Ship Fitting q 

D Tool Derigniin n 

Q TocAtnaldng n 

nWeIdmg~Gaaa»d;raMi<Ia □ 

Railroad Counm □ 

n Air Brake □ Car InsDeetor □ 

D Diesel Looomotive □ 

D Locomotive Eoeineer O 

□ Looomotive Fireman Q 
D Railroad SeoUon Foreman Q 

Sttam Englnaarlng Couraea □ 

□ Boilermaking ^ 

B Combustion En^oaering 

Engine Rnaning O 

C Marine Bogine^rjatg u 

D etnam FftrW? n ig«gh*— □ 
noma 

rfrf^WT - : 



maiked X: 
Taxtll* Ceurggg 

Ootton Mwnifaetttffa0 

Rayon Weavhic 
Textile Deaigning 
Woolen Mannfaoturlnc 
Bualneaa and 
Aaadamlo Counaa 
Aoooanting □ AdvertMnc 
Arithmetia □ BookkeepinB 
BoaineBa Correapondenoei 
BuBineoa Managetnenli 
Certified Publio Aotumitlss 
Commercial 
Cost Accounting 
Federal Tas 
First Year CoUega 
Foremanehip □ French 
Good Engliah □ Hi^h SohooB 
Sigher Mathematic:] 
Illustrating □ Motor Traffio 
Foetal Service 

SaJeemanahip □.Beorataxlal 
Sign Lettering 
Spanuh OStencvraphy 
Xtttffiel' 



latent FcmKMoh. 



-P.M. 



lengfh of Servfce tn World War If- 



BP0«M Uiitim rate* to membgrs of the 4rmei Foroet. Bwotlmm^ wdv (he O.I, Bill of Btgm approved for War 11 VeJcrOf* 
Oofiadian rmidenlg f«nd eospon la mwnstionA 0orP6«EOfid0Mfl 8o»o^ Cuudisn, Ltd., Afontreol. Oonsda. 




SCIENTinC CRIME DETECTION 

M fs Easy to Learn f 



mm 
mm 

Oponfot 




I «tn tmiA 9WI lUs (iUGdDktiiis 
BdenoA daring mor apare ttma at 
home. It pava to ba ua expert In 
Fioffer Frintinir, Fireftnu Identi- 
ficatioiif Police Photograph/ and 
SecretServi ce Methods. Ihava 
trained tumdreds of men and wom- 
en nowflooeeBsfully eerTinflrln 
identifieat^n bureaus throaehoot 
America. Yon, too, may quickly 
prepare yourself to become a weil- 
paip valued officer of the law, often 
eburlng fn the generous rewanto 
offered for wanted criminals. 



)mh mam onered for wanted crumnais. jf, 

r REE 5 53 PER CENT 



•'BLUE BOOK 
OF CRIME" 

ThiB boot is full of eicit.injf 
Information on ecientifio 
tirlitie detection. It will show 
how You can get statted in 
a grand career. Now, at 
anuzlnily low cost. Clip 
caupoiiN[nr...Mailitt(»!Uy. 



Bf all Identification Bureaus in the 
tr. S. employ atadeata and gradu- 
ates of I. A. S. A majority of these 
men are heads of Bureaus. Many of 
them knew nothing about crime 
detection before training witb me. 
Now thej have steady jobG. good 
ealaries and a fine future. Write 
today for XuU partLooloxa and fzea 
boob. Gi«e 



INSTrrUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 

1 920 SunnysieT* Avt, , Dtjt 79« , ^ ^ J3!}SS& mm m 
"stTtUTE OF APPtrED SCrENGE 
Z920SunnyBida Ave.f Dept. 7S61, Chicago 40 
Gentlemen: Without any obligation on my part, tenA me the 
'"Blue Book of Grime," and complete list of Idontifioation 
Burefuis einsloylng your Etudeots or graduates, together with 
your 10W pttoes and Sasy Terns <HFer, fUteratwa wiH be sent 

oNhY ta penooft etMiDg tbeiv Age.) 



INVENTORS 



tMiQ nov— without obUgmtlaik— how t« troteol 
ud Mil yonr InvcaUon. Secure Frw 'Tatmt 
Ouide." contalnlot oomjileM lnfona«tioa atottt 
eueot smcedure ud tOSSag lamttioos. Writ* 

« cuRiNCE «. vma t hmwet hcokon . 

AeiMtrtd PitMil Mttinn 
78-A Adami BulldlnB • Washington 0. CI 




BE A DETECTIVE 



TTOSE ROMS or 'UlAVEIi. Experience anneceeurr. 

DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. R. H. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N. Y . 



PRAYER 



The piayers of the most worthy people often fail. Why 7 
The unworthy often have the greatest health, success, 
riebm and happiness. The best, smartest, sndmost ia- 
dnatrions people often have only pain, poTerty and 8or> 
row. Why? iSiirty years ago, in Forbidden Tibet, behind 
thef highest mountains in the world, a young_ Englishman 
found the answers to tliese questions. Bis eyes were 
<9ened by thiifltraagest mystic he met during his twenty- 
one yeata of tnTeS fn the Far Elast. Sick then, be re-i 
g^ned health. Poorthen,heacqniredwealthandwoTld-l 
wide professional honors. Hewantstotell the whole world 
what he learned, sad offers to send a 9,000-word treatise, 
FREE, to everyone who asks promptly. It is a first step 
to the POWER that KNOWLEDGE gives. There is 
no obligation. Write for YOUR FREE COPY today,' 
INSTITUTE of MENTALPHYSICS, Dept. 648-A 
3iS Seutb Hobart BlvdU /•>, \Les Ansalea 4, Califc 



TRAIL BLAZERS 

(Continued from page 6) 
to bring irrigation water to some 30,000 new 
fartn acres in Benton county. Water is ready 
now for delivery to about 15,000 acres. Water 
for the rest diould be available this coming 
year, or certainly in the very near futoe. 

Good Soil 

And what about the local Benton coitoty 
soil that lius water will moisten? Ejtperts 
have classified close to 80% of the new farm 
land embraced in Benton county's diare of 
the irrigation project as No. 1 grade. That 
means it is considered most desirable for 
agricultural purposes on three counts— soil 
composition, land topography and location. 

"When Prosser started talking reconversidn • 
it had something to go on. 

Prosser got action. Some time ago no less 
than 30 new farms in this general section 
were being readied for 1946 operation. 

Somewhere, somehow, the new settlers 
were finding lumber to build their honxes- 
And the chances afre more new farms and 
more new homes have already been started. 

Among the many commodities these new- 
comers plan to raise, or are rsdsing now, are 
turkeys, chickens, fruits, vegetables, potatoes 
and alfalfa. There's a chance for dairy enter- 
prises, too. 

Meantime the businessmen of Prosser, eye- 
ing their long established flour mill and con- 
templating a big increase in general crops 
once the new farmers really get going, are 
reported doing a little figuring of their own. 

They are carefully studying various kinds 
of processing plants. They want to have 
them on hand to take care of the upsurge of 
crops. And they want them right in Prosser, 
handy for the farmers, and a 1o<sb1 market 
for the farmers' produce. 

Prosser already has one dehydrating plant. 
And an airport a mile or so out of town. It 
is that kind of town. History behind it, but ■ 
its future still ahead of it. 

Modern Pioneering 

Establishing a new farm home on new land 
in the West— not necessarily just in Prosser, 
or Benton county, or even Washington, but 
anywhere where land opportunities are 
available — is a grand goal. It means a cer- 
tain sort of modern pioneering. And it means 
a lot of hard work. 

Yet for the person with a green thumb, or 
real love of agriculture and livestock in his 
makeup, farming as a way of Ufe has com- 
pensations that transcend mere dollars and 
cents considerations. It is not all drudgery. 

Farm community hving is a friendly, 
neighbor-help-neighbor sort of life. And 
(Contintted on page 10) 
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TRAIL BLAZERS 

(Continued from page 8) 
when crops are put by or between seasons 
there are days for huAting and fishing. More 
of them in the long run than the average 
city dweller or city worker ever gets. 

And don't forget in the final analysis 
farmers are the backbone of the nation. They 
and they alone are the ultimate source of 
any country's food supply. They grow its 
grain anil raise Its meat. 

Capital Needed 

As far as new, unbroken, irrigated farm 
land in the West is concerned the prospective 
settler needs at least a certain amount of 
capital to get started on. Think it over and 
you'll soon see why. 

Buildings must be put up. So must fences. 
The land itself after being laid out as to its 
future use — crops, pasture, orchard, _ etc.'— _ 
must be cleared and prepared. Irrigation " 
ditches have to be built. 

Altogether it may take anywhere from 2 
to 6 years to bring the new farm up to the 
point where annual produce or crop sal^ 
exceed operating costs. Almost certainly it 
will take the lower figure— 2 years. 

That is a concrete problem the new settier 
has to face- And one the inexperienced are 
apt to overlook, 

A Long, Hani Pull 

So if you, or you and your family, can't 
take the long hard pull needed to get you 
over the hump, you'd better skip the whole 
idea. Pioneering is not for you. 

On the other hand if you are willing to 
accept inconvenience, perhaps even hardship 
at first, the. land is there and so is the op- 
portunity. The new farms around Pross.fer 
are just a start, a drop in the bucket com- 
pared to the land available. The West is a 
mighty big country, and it is still growing. 

Irrigation farming is the modern trend in 
the West. It is opening up to agriculture 
huge blocks of potentially rich farm land, 
hitherto unsuitable for crop production be- 
cause of lack of sufficient natural moisture. 

Irrigation provides ground moisture when 
and where it is needed. But it doesn't plan 
your farm for you. That is something you 
have to do yourself according to your per- 
sonal preference, experience and tihe possi- 
bilities of the land. 

Generally speaking the most common type 
of irrigated farm in the Pacific Northwest 
is diversified. Usually alfalfa is the major 
crop. In addition, some land is customaiily 
reserved for good, irrigated pasture. Part 
of liie acreage is almost always devoted to 
(Continued on page 93) 
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TRAIL OF THE FLAME 

By W. C. TUTTLE 

Azriviag at the ^nd-hlasted cowtown of Turquoise City, 
a ToUiciing pak of range sleuths are just in time to 
Umgle with Poco f opefe and h^ tough gang of smuggleisl 



CBAPTER I 
"When Yuh're Rich'- 

A TELEGRAM from "Stormy" Knight, 
deputy sheriff of Apache Butte, to 
Jim Keaton, secretaiy of the Cattle- 
men.'s Association, read: 

1UHBSTONE AND SFEEfY LEFT HERE IN A BXrOGT 



WEAIONG BOILKD SBIRTiS PAfENT LEATHER SBOB3 
AND PERFUME. MIGHT END tJP AT THE ASTm 
HOTEL IN TUBQUOISE CITY. 

Jim Keaton puzzled over this telegram. He 
knew that his two cowboy detective had re- 
ceived six thousand dollars ren^d for the 
capture of one, "Red Mask," and the clearing 
up of a myst«y in Red Horse Valley. 
Though they had never made a report to him. 
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Another thing he knew was that they 
would not be worth a plugged nickel to him 
as long as that money lasted, which would 
be shortly rfter tbey met up with a roulette 
wheeL So Jim Keaton seSttt fiieni a wire to 
the Astor Hotel at Turquoise City and 
waited for results. 

In the meantime "Tombstone" Jones and 
"Speedy" Smith were not too happy with 
their new-found wealth. They had sold their 
hors^ and saddles, and bought a horse and 
hiig gy . They also had thrown away th^ 




TOMBSTONE JONES 



warsacks and bought two shiny valises, into 
which they had stuffed their range clothes. 

While they were not exactly vishle in the 
darkness, and inside the confines of a top- 
buggy, Tombstone Jones was dose to seven 
feet tall and skinny enough to hide behind a 
six-by-six. His slatlike body was encased in 
a iSin-striped suit, wide enough, but much 
too short, patent-leather shoes, white silk 
shirt and a blazing red tie. His pearl-colored 
fiedora was a full size too small. 

Speedy Smifli was only five feet, seven 
inches tall, but was a small replica of Tomb- 
stone Jones. His garb was identical with 
that of Tombstone, except that Speedy's hat 
was too big. They did not think to trade 
hats. Thinking was not their forte. 

It was about ten o'clock at night, with 
a full moon, and they bad been driving for 
hours. 

"I done told yuh we should have taken that 
right-hand fork,"* Speedy said. 

"A road," said Tombstiane philosophically, 
"must go somewheres." 



WESTEKN 

"We ain't headin' for somewhere— we're 
headin' for Turquoise City^" 
"Good!" 

"I don't mean on this road. We've been 
bearin' south" 

"Listen," said Tombstone. "You can't tell 
east from west in the daytime. How can yuh 
tell directions at night?" 

"I went to night school" 

"Oh, well, that's different. Mebbe we are 
on the wrong road. Yuh know, Speedy, 
after all it don't make no difference. When 
yxih're rich, yuh don't care where yuh are." 

"Rich!" Speedy spat dismally. "Rich! 
Ridin' in a buggy, dressed up like a blasted 
dude. I'm stiU sticky from that champagne. 
Twrfve dollars a bottle, too! And what'd 
we get out of it?" 

"Yeah, it didn't linger long," agreed Tomb- 
stone. "But it made a awful pretty noise 
when the cork blowed OUt Mebbe it was tibe 
heat But when yuh're ricb-^shidl we open 
the other bottle?" 

"No! I want to meet up with Turquoise 
City md get somethin' to eat. This road 
dcai't look like it was used "much." 

"It's got to go somewheres," insisted 
Tombstone. "Yuh don't just build roads 
without yuh've ^t a place In mind for 'an to 
go- 

It was a narrow road, barely wide enough 
between the mesquite and cactus for a single 
vehicle to travel Crooked, too. The moon- 
light was not toa bright. Suddraily Tomb- 
stone drew up the horse, wMdhi had been 
plodding slowly. ' 

"Thought I heard some shots," he said. 
They listened. 

"I didn't hear nothin', except hunger 
^lawin' at my stiumni^" said Sp^tg> "Sort 
of a raspin' sound." 

Tombstone slapped the lines m the horse's 
rump, and they went on, 

"If we stay on tiiis road long enough," he 
said, "well git somewheres." 

"At the speed yuh're drivin', it won't do 
any good," said Speedy. "Wdl starve to 
death long before that" 

Tombstone took the whip from the socket, 
and the horse broke into a trot, which wasn't 
so pleasant on that wash-board road. Speedy 
shoved his fedora out of his eyes as tii«y. 
started around a sharp curve. 
"He-e-ey!" Tombstone yefled. "Lookout,. 

yuh—" 

His yell came too late to do any good. ; 

Three riders, traveling at full speed, were ; 

into Ihem, and the resulting crash was quite j 

terrifiBc. The air was fuU of flaiUng feet, j 

pieces of buggy, and startled profanity. | 
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Gradually the dust settled. A man was m 
the middle of the road, flat on his back. Near 
him was a saddled horse, its neck twisted 
grotesquely. 

What {here was left of the bog^y was up- 
side down, and the bu^^ horse was tangled 
up in the mesquite. From l^e wreckage of 
the buggy, like a slow-motion jack-in-a-box, 
arose Tombstone Jones. He adjusted the 
hat he didn't have on, and stared around in 
a dazed sort of way. 

"Well, we got somewhere, didn't we?" he 
said. 

Speedy Jones crawled out of the mesqiUte, 
minus half of his pin-striped suit, and got 
up on his slightly-bowed legs. 

"We stopped somewheres, too, seems to 
me," he said. 

"Whozzat out there?" asked Tombstone. 
"Looks dead to me." 

"Well," rephed Speedy, "I reckon he's the 
other half of the coUisiim. Hyah, feller!" 

The man ^^fia't ipove. Tombstone ^tim- 
bled over and Iboked at him. The man wasn't 
dead, but he was awful quiet in sleep. 

"Might blame us for it, yuh know," Speedy 
said. 

"Yea-a-a-ah!" breathed Tombstone. "Got 
to get goin', I reckon. Hate to walk." 

"We've still got a boss," said Speedy. 
"WaitH I get him loose. Mabbe we can ride 
him." 

The buggy horse didn't seem hurt much. 
Speedy uncinched the saddle from tht dead 
horse and cinched it on the buggy horse, 
which didn't seem too pleased over #16 
operation. Speedy had 1«^ of his pin-striped 
Stdt than Tombstone. They bad both lost 
their hats. Tombstone got their valises 
from the smashed buggy, and held them, 
while Speedy got into the saddle. 

"This here quadruped," panted Speedy, 
"is more used to puQin' than liftin'. Whoa, 
yuh jughead!" 

Tombstone managed to get up behind 
Speedy, each of Ihem trying to hang onto 
their valises and stay with the horse, too. 
TSien they heard two voices. 

"I don't know what happened, I tell yuh!" 
a man wailed. "Somethin' hit me." 

"Hit me, too," said the other man. "H-o- 
omer! Yoo-hoo! Homer!" 

"He's pagin' Homer," said Speedy. "C'mon, 
l^onc — ^we don't want to answer questions." 

i "Our name ain't Homer," »iid Toml^ton^ 
[ and booted the horse. 

The horse lurched ahead, trying to pitch, 
but the biirden was too great for him to more 
than go through the moUons. Behind them 
oiie of the m^ yelled somel^ung, and a 



moment later a buU§t almost skidded <^ 
Tombstone's right shoulder. 

Luckily there was another sharp turn in 
the road, and they went out of sight of the 
s^ootra:. "Hie borse, discovering thai buck- 
ing was d no avail, elected to run. That 
was esacUy what was needed. 

A mile further on, with the horse ready to 
call it qviits, they came to a fork in the road. 
The right-hand fork said: 

TTTSQUOISE CITS — TWO MIIiES 

"I told ytO*," crowed Tombstone, *M3iat if 
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yuh stay on a road long enough-— well yuh're 
shore to go somewheres." 

"And meet some fascinatin' people," added 
Speedy. "Yuh know, I don't know why we 
hightailed it away £rom liiere so taSL Them 
fellers was as much to blame as us." 

"Yeah, I reckon they was — ^but that feller 
with the gun didn't think so. Just a im- 
pulsive person, I reckon. Lookin' at it any 
way yuh want to, it was a awful thing tO 
happen to a wealthy man." 

"How do yuh figgo: that?" «^ 

"It busted all seven seegars in my pocket, 
and well never get that bottle of champagne 
back." 

"It wasn't no good anyway. All I hanker 
for is some food and a soft bed for to lie 
carcass. I tell yuh, I'm tired." 

"It has been a long ride," agreed Tomb- 
stone. "Yuh get kind of cramped in a 
buggy." 

They finally came in sight of the lights of 
Turquoise City, and Speedy guided the 
horse oS the road. 
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"We ain't there ye^ pardnec " TomJ^stone 

said. 

"I know we ain't Slide off, will yuh? 
Ain't nobody goin' to put me in jail for 
stealin' a saddle. Vra goin' to bang this 
bull up in this here tnesquite ^idcet, and 
turn the boss loose. Well walk into town." 

"Yea-a-ah," agreed Tombstone. "Mebbe 
yuh're right — as much as I hate to walk. 
Yuh don't figg^ they'll make any troolde, 
do yuh?" 

"Well, they shot at ua, and yuh can't figger 
that as friendly." 

Speedy wormed his way into the thicket 
and bung up the saddle. The horse, stripped 
of riding gear, wandered away, probably re- 
lieved to get away from them, while they 
took their valises and plodded down the 
dusty road to Turquoise City. 

Old Jim Shane, keeper of the Astor Hotel, 
stared across his Htfle desk, as they came 
into the lobby. Neither of the two cowboys 
was more than partly dressed, and both 
were scratched and bruised. One of Tomb- 
stone's pants legs was torn off at the knee, 
and the other knee was sticking through a 
long rent in the fabric. Speedy's coat was 
slit down the back, making it diffictdt lof 
him to keep it on his thin shovilders. 

They ctm^ up to tibe desk and dropped 
^eir valises. 

"Have yuh got any rooms?" asked Speedy. 

"Why — ^huh — ^yea-a-ah," said Old Jim. 
"Yeah, we've got rooms. The bridal suite 
ain't in use. It's four-bits a day e^tra." 

"What for?" asked Tombstone. 

"Two windera The other Tooms ain't got 
but one." 

Speedy rubbed his sore nose. "Well take 
it," he said, "and then we can both look out 
at the same time." 

"Is there anything to see to 'FUrquoise 
City?" asked Tombstone. 

"There is now," replied the old man. "Go 
right up the stairs and it's the second door on 
the right." 

"And another item," said Speedy. "Where 
can we get some supper?" 

"Up the street a Mttle ways— l^gh Hop's 
place." 

"Shall we go up there now?" adsed Speedy. 

Tombstone shook his head. "In our posi- 
tion," he said soberly, "we must dress for 
supper." 

They went limping up the stairs, carrying 
&dr valises. Old Jim Shane squinted after 
thcan, until they disappeared in the dark hall- 
way. He ^ook his head and grinned slowly. 

"Is there anything to see in Turquoise 
City!" he grtinted. "I'd tell a man — and it 
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just went upstairs," 

They came down in a few minutes and 
found a man talking with Old Jim Shane. 
He had a telegram for Tombstone from Jim 
Keaton, which Speedy read. It said; 

NO SEPOfeB FROM YOU. DO TOU XEDiS I iM 
A MIND BEADER. 

"Can yuh send a telegram lot me?" asked 

Speedy. 

"Shore^ the man said Tm from |he 

depot" 

^>eedy wired Jim Keaton, collect: 

Wl IXnr'T THINK so. BETTER SR? A 
CRYSTAL BALL 

CHAPTER U 

A Mem Named Jonei , 

/ V URQUOISE CITY, so 

^ 1 r*A called because th«re 
I j were no turquoise to 
I vidnity, was mere> 

|Bt\5f |l ly a sand-blasted cow- 
town, three miles from 
the Mexican border, sur- 
roimded on all sides by 
desert hiUs. The Astor 
Hotel resembled any 
other Astor Hotel to 
name cmly. 
The next momil^ 
Tombstone and Speedy sat on Ihe ricke^ 
porch and smoked cigars. Both of them 
hated cigars, but smoking them, they 
thought, made them look important Good 
two-bit cigars, too. When you bit the end 
off and blew through them you'd get more 
dust than you would out of a vacutim* 
cleaner. They had been aged to the box- 
Tombstone gestured grandly and sho>^-» 
ered himself with ashes and pieces of burnV 
mg cigar wrapper. » j 

"Bein' rich is a grand feelin','' he declared. 
"Yuh know, I feel sorry for — Whoa, Nellie!" 

Tombstone Sung the cigar toto the street, 
and dug deeply toto his ^lirt, his feato^ 
anguished. 

"Dad-blamed leaves!" he wailed. "Caught 
my tmdershirt on fire! Seegars may be the 
trade-mark of a millionaire, but they shore 
irk me a heap. They smeU bad, too." 

"That's yore undershirt," said Speedy. 

It was gettmg hot on the porch, so they 
went in^de. 

Old Jim Shane was half-asleep behtod 
his desk, when a man came to. He was 
a short, fat man, wearing riding-pants, well- 
polished English riding boots, a cutaway 





THe five men had no chance to 
dodg* before Tombstone's sotret 
crafhtd iato them, seiuilag them 
ipimini 
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coat and a derby hat He was also carrying 
a crop in his gloved hand. He was as out- 
of-place in Turquoise City as a brass door- 
knob on a pup tent 

Old Jim peered over the counter-top at 
the man. 

.. "Somethin' I can do for yuh?" he asked. 

am looking for a man named Jones," the 
maa announced in asthmatic tones. 

Old Jim sqtdnted thoughtfully for a mo> 
m^t or two. 
"Jones, eh? Oh, yeah. That's Jones ovfea: 
^i.fliere." 

The fat man looked Tombstone over from 
his boots to the battered Stetson he wore in 
place of the lost fedora. The man didn't 
seem to miss a single detaiL He looked hack 
at Old Jim. . 

"Surely 'dlere must be another," he said. 

"Outside of him," replied the hotd 
keeper, "we're fresh out of Joneses." 

"Humf !" snorted the iat maa, amd headed 
for the doorway. 

"Yuh might try later," suggested Old Jim. 
"Yuh never can tell when well get a new one 
in here" 

But the {at man didn't seem interested, 
because he kept on going. No one said any- 
thing for a while, and then Speedy said: 

"Awful choosey, ain't he? What could he 
expect — ^b^the name of Jones?" 

"What do yuh reckon that fancy feller 
wanted?" asked Tombstone. 

"Sounded like he was lookin' for a matt 
named Jones," said the hotel man quietly, 
"but you didn't suit him. Mebbe yuh was 
too talL Yuh see, a man with as much 
money as he's got can have any length 
Jones he wants, I reckon." 

"Got lots of money?" asked Tombstone. 

"That is Homer 6. Gates," ^d Old Jim. 

"Yuh mean to say that that feller is Homer 
G. Gates?" a^ed ihe astonished Tombstone. 
"Yuh mean, he's really Hom(» G. Gates?" 

"Did yuh evex hear of him brfore?" aisked 
Speedy. 

"No," admitted Tombstone," I never did. 
But he shore wore some awful pretty 
clothes. And I could smell him clesu" ovex 
here. But why'd he be lookin' for me?" 

Speedy shook his head and looked at Old 
Jim. 

"Not only is he too long for any bed, and 
doubles up on me at night," seiid Speedy, 
"but I have that to contend with, too." ; 

"We all have burdens to bear, I reckon," 
said Old Jim. "Say! I forgot to tell yuh 
that another telegram tf&me for yuh early 
this mornin'. I've got it in my desk." 

It fBMF {hw Jim jECsaton. and siuid: 
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A MAN WHX CONTACT YOO TBOSE. MAKH TOO* 

OWN SALAar DSUb BCAXb icB iMSTAiuai raaraRT 

ON RED MGBSt VALUST OEAIb 

They wandered back to the hotel pordh. 
and sat down. Out on the sidewalk, close 
to the porch, was Homer G. Crates, talk- 
ing with two tall, hard-looking msa. who 
wore range dothes. 

"We're not tryin' to be hard on anybody, 
Gates," one of them said "We had a gun- 
fight last night with three men who came 
across the Border and didn't stop at oin: 
challenge. They got away, and we don't 
know who they were. But today we found 
a dead boss on the road to yore ranch. The 
saddle had been stripped off— and flie boss 
wears yore Seven Cross brand." 

"I sometimes sell horses," said Gates 
vaguely. "After all, gentlemen, I cannot be 
held responsible on such evidence." 

"We've told yuh several times, Gates,"> 
said the other man, "that yore son is travelin' 
in bad company. Verde Vista is no place 
for him. Don't blame us if he ends up in 
a Federal prison." 

"Federal prison?" asked Gates huskily. 

"That's right. We're goin' to stop this 
dope smuggliit' and we don't OEO'e who it 
hurts." 

"Smuggling? Ridiculous! My son wouldn't 
smuggle dru@^ He has ^11 the money he 
needs. He doesn't have to make money," 

"We've warned yuh," said ihe man. "Bon't 
blame tis." 

THE two men came up on the porch, 
looked sharply at Tombstone and 
Speedy, as Old Jim Shane came to the door- 
way. 

"We've been layin' down the law to Gates," 
one of the men said to him grinning. "That 
fool kid of his is monkeyin' with dynamite, 
spendin' his time down at Verde Vista. Jim, 
yuh ain't heard about anybody smashin' up 
a buggy last night, have yuh?" 

Old Jim rubbed his stubbled chin, and his 
eyes shifting for a fraction of a second to 
Tombstone and Speedy. 

"Bustin' up a buggy?" he pi^itoted. "No, 
I ain't, Al. How come?" 

"We'd like to know. Down the road a 
piece. Kind of looks like a rider might have 
crashed the buggy. Hoss broke its neck, 
and the saddle was taken away. We-nme and 
Ed— had a run-in with two, three riders from 
Verde Vista. They wouldn't stop." 

"Huh!" grunted Old Jim quietly. "Well,; 
if I hear anything I'll shore let you know." 

"Much oblieed, Jim. yuh later." ' 
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The two Border patrolmen went away, and 
Old Jim sat down <m the porch. 

"What SOTt of an hombre is Gates' son?" 
Tombstcme said. 

him. Yuh mean Homer, the Second?" 

"How come he's second?" adted Tomb- 
stone. 

"Shortage of names in the family, I reckon. 
Named him after his pa." 

"It sounds like Homer's readyin' himself 
to be a prodigal," remarked Speedy. 

"Homer the Second," said Old Jim, "ain't 
exactly a credit to Ihe human race. He's 
fat-headed and ignorant, drinks Bke a fisfc 
and thinks he owns the earth. Afe't mor'n 
twenty. He's got a sister, crowdin' nineteen, 
I'd estimate, which is awfid good-lookin', 
but his ma is tall and hefty, with as mean 
a eye as Fve seen since Geronimo sur- 
xendsred. If s been said aloud that Homer 
G. Gates didn'^ raise his daughta^— name 
(rf Gloria — to fan In love with no cowboy. 

"Gates bought out the Seven Cross, which 
is kmowed now as the Casa del Rey. Big 
spread, bein' a old Spanish Grant Cost 
Mm a fortune, I reckon. Aims to use it as 
a restin' spot and rsiiae &ncy cows and last 
bosses." 

Old Jim ya.wiied and wait back into the 
hotd. 

"Yuh know what?" Tombstone said. "Me 
and you have got to buy a couple bosses 
and saddles. Let's look over at the feed 
corral. Mebbe we can pick up somethin'." 

The owner of the feed conral was inter- 
ested. He had two awful good horses. Prob- 
ably the best horses that ev^ wore ^oes. 
Saddles? Well, he had two, but he'd hate to 
sell them too reasonable. First-el^i sad^eS 
were hard to findu "Course, he T»as a Bl^te 
shy on money these days, so he mi^t sdl 

They got the horses and saddles. 

"It's a funny thing, speakin' about sad- 
dles," the corral man said, "I was hearin' 
two of the Border Patrol men tellin' about 
somebody takixt' a saddle oS a dead boss 
last night" 

"What's funny about that?" asked Speedy. 
"They don't usually bury 'em with the saddle 
on, do they?" 

"No tiiey don't But last night a loose boss 
wandered in here, no bridle nor saddle, but 
his sweat marks showed that he'd 1}e«j 
saddled and rode awful hard. I never seen 
the boss before, and I ahl't never serai that 
brand before." 

"Mebbe they also unsaddle live bosses 
aroimd here, too," suggested Speedy 

"Yeah, I reckon so. I never gave that e 
thotfidxt" .: 



IE FLAME ' M 

The man made out Jfie bill-of-sale. 

"Yore name's Jones, eh? I heard Hon»r 
G. Gates askin' about that name today. He 
owns the Casa del Rey. Mebbe he was lookin' 
for you— I don't know. He's Homw the 
Second's pa." 

"Do you know Homer?*' asked Spee^. 

"I'm shore youll like them two bosses, 
gents," replied the man, deUberately ignor- 
ing the question. "I'll keep 'em fed up foe 
yuh." 

Two riders came into Turquoise City late 
that afternoon. Tombstone watched tibcm 
dismount 

"If that ain't Earner Higgins," he stdd to 
Speedy. "FU go upstairs and eat that mis- 
fit valise. I don't know the other one." 

"Who's Ehner?" asked Speedy. 

"Oh, just a acquaintance of mine. I got 
him out of jail over in New Mexico once." 

"Used yore infhience?" queried Speedy. 

"Nope— a hade-saw. We was in theate to- 
gether." 

"Yuh've shore had some awful moni 

friends in the past," sighed Speedy. 
"Got some yet," said Tombstcme. 

IN a moment the man designated as Elmer 
Higgins left his companion and came 
over to the hotel He stepped up on tbe 
IMrch, stopped short and stared at Toml}^ 
stone, who said qtiietly: 
"Hyah, Ehner." 

"Old Hack-saw Jones!" Elmer said. 

"Meet Speedy Smith, Ehner," said Tomb- 
stone. "He's my pardnw." 

They shook hands, and Elmer sank down 
in a rickety chair. Tombstone squinted at 
the badge on Elmer's shirt Elmer was as 
bow-legged as a barrel-stave, and chewed 
tobacco. 

"The worst outlaws sometimes make the 
best officers," Tombstone said. 

"Well, mebbe," said Elmer. "I'll make yuh 
a deal, Jones. If yuh don't say nothin' about 
my past I'll keep my mouth shut, too, Tm 
still usin' the same name." 

"So'm I," said Tombstone. "I dumged it; 
several times, but never cotdd T&ai^CBiher 
the name I took. Awful embarrassin', 
Elmer. So pnh'te a deputy sheriff." 

Elmer spat over the railing and nodded. 

"Uh-huh. Been one for Over a ^ear. Me 
and Dan O'Leary, the sheriS, just ToSie in. 
Yuh'll like Dan O'Leary." 

"Why?" asked Tombstone. 

"Well, for one thing, he ain't niraey." 

"Did yuh come down here for anythin' 
spedal?" i^ked Speedy. 
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"Uh-huh. Feller named Gates reports 
that he's lost thirty heed of hosses, worth a 
thousand dollars a head. He owns the Casa 
del Rey spread. Some rich hmnbre, they 
tell me. Even at that, hosses ain't worth Omt 
much, unless th^ got gold teettL Fancy 
bosses, he says. Use 'em for tibat thing they 
call polo. Wasn't a brand on any of 'em. 
Didn't want to mark thefir hides." 

"No brands?" queried Tombstone. "No 
marks? How long has this kinda thing been 
goin' on, Ehner? You knowed it^ and didn't 
let me know?" 

"I didn't know it until Dan got this report 
I^e I said, Pve been Ilvin' straight" 

"I know, but— Ehner! No brands!" 

"Yeah, it's embarrassin'," admitted Elmer. 

"Here's Mr. Gates now," said Speedy, 
pointing over the railing. 

"Yeah, I reckon it is," agreed Ehner. 
"That's Slim Cantrdl with him. Slim's Ym 
foreman. I better go over and h^p Dan 
talk to him." 

CHAPTOR m 

Missing Man 

LMER bow-legged his 
way across the street to 
the Silk Hat Saloon, 
where Sheriff Dan O'- 
Leary had met Homer 
G. Gates and his fore- 
man, "Slim" Cantrell. 
They aU went back to 
the hitch-rack, where 
they wouldn't be over- 
heard, and began a long 
^^Vlj^^^jj^^ discussion. Slim Can- 
•■^v-afta. trell was tall and 

slender, wore a small 
saustache, scanty side-bui-ns, and his garb 
san to colors and silver ornaments. 

"Awiul pretty foreman," remarked Speedy. 
"lOnda glittery," said Tombstone. "But 
yuh can expect anything on a ranch where 
fitey don't brand thm bosses. Thousand- 
doOar lnoncs--and not a mark. Man, this 
emdd have been a hoss-thief s paradise." 

Tft kinda looks like it was," observed 
Speedy. "Somebody got away with thirty 
ftfwwand dollars worth." 

"And I got twenty-nine dollars for thirty 
head once," sighed Tombstone. 

"Was that why ytih turned honest?" asked 
Speedy. 

"It was what yuh mi^t call a conMbutin' 
factor, Speedy." , m 
"Qh-tM" eranted Speedy. "C(»npany com- 
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. The four men were coming over from the 
hitch-rack, with the sheriff in the lead. ; They 
came up on the porch. 

"Which one (d yuh is Jones?" the sheriff 
asked. 

"It's this'n, Dan," said iSmer, pointing. 
"Tombstcme, this is Dan O'Leaiy, Ihe sheriff." 
"Howdy," said TombstCTie. "Yeah, I'M 

Jones." 

The shniff looked him over carefully. 
"Was you seat here by the Cattlem^'s As- 
sociation?" be asked Muntly. 

"No, sir," replied Tombstone truthfully. 

"I told yuh!" crowed Elmer. 

"My oi»ni(m tacadiy," added Hora«: G, 
Gates. 

"There bein' no affirmative votes," said 
Speedy, "what's next?" 

"I don't know," sighed the sheriff. 

"Find my missing horses," suggested Hom- 
er G. Gates. 

"Yeah, that's right," agreed the dieriff. 
"C'mon, Ehner." 

"And," added Homer G. Gates, "you might 
also find out who ran into my son last night, 
killed his hozse and stole his saddle." 

"Did yore son get laui?" asked Speedy. 

"Not seriously." 

"Next time," said Speedy soberly, "mebbe 
he'll stop v/h&a. the Border Patrol yells at 
him." 

Homer G. Gates looked bleakly at Speedy, 
but made no conmient The ^erifl and dep- 
uty looked questioningly at Speedy, expect- 
ing him to elaborate but Speedy went no 
furlher. 

"We might as well go back to the ranch, 
Mr. Gates," Slim Cantrell said 

"Yes, yes, I suppose so," replied the fat 
man testily, and went away with Shm. 

"We might as well go, too," said Elmer. 
"See yuh later. Tombstone, Nice to have met 
yuh, ^)eedy." 

"That's always a matter of opinion." 
Speedy said, and grinned. . . . 

A little later, Mrs. Homer G. Gates and her 
daughter came to Turquoise City in a two- 
seated buggy, driven by a cowboy. Tomb- 
stone almost fell over the porch railing, try- 
ing to get a good look at the daughter. 

"Mali aUve!" he gasped. "She's as pretty 
as a pitcher." 

Speedy went over to the railing, rolling a 
cigarette. Gloria Gates turned and looked 
straight at him, as the two women h^ded for 
the g^eral store. 

"She's average," Speedy said, then lighted 
the cigarette, threw it away, and put the 
match in his mouth. 

"I'm just wonderiu'," paid TombsUme, "if 
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Homer G. Gates needs a good cowhand on 
his place." 

"And you with three thottsand dollars?" 
adced Speedy. 

"^ea-a-ah, that's right I plumb forgot my 
wealth. That's what love does to yuh. YtJi 
forget everythin'. Man, is she pretty!" 
Tombstone leaned back and closed his eyes. 
"If I had a woman like hex there's ao t/^HM* 
how far Td go" 

"Tlie same thing applies^ to stedin' a hoss," 
said Speedy. 

"Love tead business sdn't tlK same, 
Spee^." 

Th^ watched &e women come back and 
get into the buggy, but neither Mrs. Gates 
nor her daughter looked toward the hotel 
porch. 

"She's probly scared of har ma," said / 
Speedy. "Didn't want heat to haiam she made 
^es at us." 

'^s?" queried Tombstone. "She was 
a-lookin' at me." 

"We're pardners, ain't we?" 
■ "Always arguin'! I'm goin' to get some- 
thin' to eat, and th^ I'm goin' to find a poker 
game. I need ^erdj^.**' 

TOMBSTONE found the poker game, but 
the stakes were not hi^ enough for a 
man of his means. However, it was good 
practise. 

It was not interesting to Speedy. He ;^alked 
with the bartender and had a few drinkit; 
Speedy mentioned Verde Vista. 

"That's a good place to keep amy from," 
the bartender said quietly. 

"What's vmmg vd&x it?" 

"Poco Topete and his gang." 

"What do they do for a livin'?" asked 
J^peedy. 

"Smugglin', mostly, I reckon. The Border 
officers got wind of a big jewel deal, though, 
and they're shore watchin' close. I'd shore 
like a chance to grab off a cargo of diamonds. 
Yuh can turn 'em in to the Federal officers 
and get twenty-five per cent of the value of 
the diamonds." 

"Or keep 'em and get a hundred per cent, 
huh?" asked Speedy. 

"Well, yuh can let yore conscience be yore 
guide, I reckon." 

Speedy wandered outside and walked over 
to the hotel He was out of tobacco, and the 
stores were closed, so he would have to go 
to the room, where he had a supply. Old 
Jim Shaae was behind his counts, reading 
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a dog-eared old book, his glasses out near 
the end of his nose, as Speedy passed through 
the lobby. 

Speedy went up to the room and went in- 
side. He had started for the table, fumbling 
for a match, when something hit him on Hie 
head. His conscdousness went out in a ahow- 
er of shooting stars. . . . 

It was an hour later when Tombstone 
sauntered into the hotel. Old Jim Shane was 
still behind the counter, reading. Tombstone 
asked him if he had seen Speedy. 

"Oh, he went up to the room an hour ago," 
Old Jim replied, "and I ain't Seen him since. 
Prob'ly gone to bed." 

Tombstone rubbed his diin thoughtfully 
and headed for the stairs. It was not like 
Speedy to go to bed that early. 

Reaching the room. Tombstone lighted a 
match and looked arovmd. Then he hghted 
the lamp and looked the room over again. 
The two valises were empty, flung aside, the 
Gcmtents scattered, l^e bed bad not been 
occupied. On the Socnr was one ot the tele- 
grams from Jim Keaton, the One telling them 
that a man would contact them there. 

Tombstone sat down, rolled a cigarette, and 
. tried to puzzle out what had happened. There 
was a discolored spot on the old rug, and he 
tested it wil^ his finger. It was still damp, 
Eind decidedly red. 

Tombstone went into the hallway and made 
his way to the rear stairway. With lighted 
matches he examined the steps. A trickle of 
folood had ^gza^ed its way to the 

bottom. 

Someone had slugged Speedy in the room 
and had taken him down the rear stairway. 
They had also examined their belongings in 
the room, and that telegram linked them def- 
initely with the Cattlemen's Association. But 
they had dwie nothing, to incur the enmity of 
anyone in Turquoise City and they were not 
working for Homer G. Gates. 

Tombstone went back to the little lobby. 
Old Jim peered at him over his glasses. 

"Did yuh find him?" he asked. 

Tombstone leaned on the coimter. 

"Yuh ain't seen nobody around here this 
evenin', have yuhV he asked. 

"No, I ain't — except yore pardner. Ain't 
he up there?" 

"Yuh hadn't ort to say 'ain't,' " replied 
Tombstone quietly. "It ain't good English, 
Jim. Anyway, he ain't there. Our stuff has 
aU been pawed around, and there's blodd on 
the carpet and plumb down the back stairs." 

"Blood?" queried Old Jim. "Did yah Bay 
bk)od?" 

"ta»r.huh— red > stufE. The kind yuh get 
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when yuh cut yourself." 

Old Jim stared at Tombstone, his eyes 
squinted. 

"Blood, huh? Well, mebbe he had a noae« 
bleed." 

"Ye-a-ah— mebbe," breathed Tondbstinie. 
•"That'd make him throw our stuff all ov«" 

the room, and go down the back stairs. 
Somebody laid for him up there — and 
knocked him cold." 

"Why?" asked Old Jim blankly. 

Tombstone sighed, cuffed his hat OVCT one 
eye, and stared at the floor. 

"I'm out of answers to that one," he said. 

"Wsat a minute!" grunted Old Jim. "I be- 
lieve the sheriff and deputy are stayin' out 
at the Casa del Rey!" 

"Aw, they wouldn't do it," said Tombstone. 
"I've got to look for who done it myself-^ 
and I don't know where to look," 

"I didn't mean that they done it Tbe^d 
help yuh, I think." 

"You thank 'em for me, will yuh?" asked 
Tombstone, and w@at out ... 

DOWN in the rocks and mes^fi^jliePe^a^ 
from the Border, was a litfc shack, 
pretty well hidden away. "Shorty's Deal, a 
desert rat, lived there. Shorty w^mostly 
hair, whiles; and hopes. It was afiier mid- 
night that night, when a lone horseman came 
down through the mesquite and rode up to 
his door. 

"Shorty!" he called. "This is Al Stevens." 

After a few moments the door opened, and 
the man went into the little shack. Shorty 
lighted a candle and placed it on the table. 
His visitor Was a tall man, clad in cowboy 
raiment, hard-&ced in the flickering candle^ 
light. He sat on the one chair, while Shorty 
sat on the edge of his bunk. 

Al Stevens was one of the Border Patrol, 
hard-riding, cold-jawed minions of Border 
law. And because Shorty spent some of his 
time in Verde Vista, at times he was a source 
of valuable information to the Patrol. 

Stevens rolled and lighted a cigarette, pass- 
ing the match to Shorty who lighted an old 
pipe. 

"What's new, Shorly?" asked Stevens. 

Shorty shrugged. "Not much, Al," he re- 
plied. "There's somethin' wrong in Verde 
Vista. It strikes me that some of them smart 
hombres have been hit in the pockets. Just 
how, I don't know." 

"How do yuh mean, Shorty?" 

"Well, Al"— Shorty puffed thoughtfully— 
"did yuh ever hear of the Flame of the Tem- 
ple?" 

"Flame of the Temple? Why, I— yeah, I 



have. Tliat's a diamond." 

"I 0ggered it was, AL Diamond Charley 
Woag and a Twan named Stone are down 

there. Been there five, six days, and they 
ain't happy, seems like. I couldn't get a 
whole lot— little here and a httle there. Poco 
Topete and Charley and this Stone — " 

"Is Stone short and fat, wears glasses?" 

"That's right. Do yuh know him?" 

"Know about him. He's from Frisco. Keep 
taDdn' Shorty — it makes sense." 

"Like I told y\ih, I only get a little bit, 
here and there. I did hear that the Flame of 
the Temple is too big to handle. They've got 
to get it eut into small pieces. Too risky the 
it is." 

"Correct They've got to get it to a crook 
who can cut it for ^m. Bat where is the 
stone now?" 

"I don't know. Piecin' everything together, 
the thing is too valuable for any one man to 
buy it, even in Mexico. I don't know what 
the deal is. I heard Stone say to another 
man, Thirty or forty thousand is too much 
to lose, but we've got to take the chance.' 
That wasiive, six days ago." 

"Yuh don't reckon they've lost the thtag, 
do yuh, Shorty?" 

"I don't know, but 1 dio know they ain't 

happy." 

"Are yuh goin' badk?" 

"Tomorrow, I reckon. I'll be back in two, 
three days, Al. Mebbe I can hear more." 

•Wnch obUged, Shorty." 

Al Stevens groxind the light from bis 
arette and went back to his horse. 

CHAPTER IV 

Belovo the Border 



O IDEAS came to Tomb- 
stone Jones about where 
to look for Speedy. He 
saddled his horse, after 
finding that S p e e d y ' S 
horse and saddle were 
still in the stable, and 
rode south. He knew it 
was dangerous to carry 
arms into Mexico, but 
danger didn't mean 
much t o Tombstone 
Jones. 

There was no one at tiie Border line to stop 

him, so he rode on to Verde yista. 

A bright moon lighted the dusty old road 
where it woxmd off a low mesa and down to 
the little Mexican town, with' its one street 
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and scattered adobes. There was one two- 
storied adobe with a«ed-tiled roof, which 
might have been a miw^, Imt wasn't It 
was La GoIotuMna Canitma, appm«ntly the 
only lighted building in Verde "VHsta. 

Tombstone tied his horse at a deserted 
hitch-rack, and went up near the ixmUna. 
He could hear a Mexican orchestra playing, 
and the usual sounds of revelry from such 
an establisfam^t Now that he was in Verde 
Vista, he didn't know just what to da He 
moved aroimd behind the cantina and Sat 
down in heavy shadow of an old adobe 
stable. 

To his left was a low wing of the cantiTMt, 
unlighted, whidi might have, been used for 
living quarters or storage. He could hear 
the sounds of horses in the stable, and from 
back in the hills came the weird, yapping 
howl of a coyote, as though protesting against 
the orchestra's rendition of "La Paloma." 

Then the door of the low wing opened and 
a man came out He was in the heavy 
shadow, hardly visible, except from the glow 
of his cigarette. Then three more men came 
out, and all four of them came to the stable. 
One of the men was either intoxicated, or a 
prisoner, because two of the men were 
guiding lam. 

Tombstone sagged there m the shadows 
and waited. They brought out three horses, 
and one man was already movmted. After a 
few words, spoken too quietly for Tomb- 
stone to hear them, the three men rode 
away, and the fourth went back to the can- 
tina. 

Tombstone hurried down to his horse, 
cut in between two adobes, drded bade to 
the old stable and took the trail of the 
three men. It was an old road, heading due 
south. Tombstone was sure that one of the 
m^ was a prisoner. The man was too big 
to be Speedy, but he wanted to see Where 
they were taking him anyway. 

Tombstone didn't dare ride fast, for fear 
of overtaking the men, because the road was 
narrow, crooked, hemmed in an all sides by 
desert growth. About four miles south of 
Verde Vista, the road aaoe to an end at an 
old adobe ranchhouse, hidden away in a 
grove of ancient sycamores. 

Tombstone rode into the heavy shadow 
behind the stable and tied his horse. Three 
saddled horses were tied near the frpnt of 
the house, and while Tombstone looked die 
place over, two of the men he had followed 
came out, mounted and started back, leading 
the extra horse. There was not a light low- 
ing in the ranchhouse. 
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Hiere was a big corral, in whicii a sizable 
herd of horses were held. Tombstone was 

unable to see their brands, but he had a 
feeling that these were Homer G. Gates' 
missing polo ponies. Tombstone circled the 
old adobe ranchhouse, but came back to the 
stable, deciding to wait tmtil daylij^t fo 
make any investigation. 

It was probably tiie longest night Tomb- 
stone had ever spent Screech owls in the 
sycamores and coyotes in the hills never 
seerned to get tired of their own voices. A 
cbiU wind did not help the situation, and 
when daylight finally came, Tombstone was 
stiff and weary. 

When he saw smoke coming from the old 
chimney he moved in close to the rear en- 
trance, waiting for someone to appear. The 
door opened and out came a lean, stringy- 
looking megtizo, half-breed Mexican and 
Vaqui. He yawned and began picking up 
some scatt^%d mesquite roots for the fire. 

Tombstone stepped around the corner, not 
over ten feet from the man. The siuprise 
was complete. The man jerked back, his 
black eyes registering panic. But gradually 
he regained control of his nerves. 

"Hyah," Tombstone said. 

The end of the mm^s tongue moistened Ms 
lips. 

"No enteader," he replied. 
. TmBksieoiB smiled slowly. The man was 
dad in a loose-fitting, colorless old shirt, 
faded overalls and alpargataa, hemp sandals. 
He had no visible weapons. 

"Are yuh alone here?" Tombstone said. 

"No entender," repeated the Mexican. He 
leaned over, as thou^ to pick up another 
chwak of wood, and from sommfkimm — 
Tombstona never did know where— a 
^^ka& appeared in his right hand.- 

AS Sy^ii'l' as fhe striking of a rattler, 
the Mexican llirew ^t wicked-look- 
ing knife. But the Mexican Was no quicker 
than the long, lean cowboy, who went to his 
haimehes so quickly that the knife Hashed 
over his left shoulder, five metal guard jerk- 
ing at his shirt 

The next moment Tombstone dived ahead, 
circling the lean waist of the Mexican with 
his long, powerful arms. The ^knSe-thrower 
yelped once, as Tombstone came up in a 
swing. One complete tum, a release, and 
the man crashed against the corner of &e 
house, a dozen feet away. 

Tombstone went to o^e knee, but was up 
in a flash, his gun out, covering the doorway. 
But no <me came> Gradually the tall egw- 
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boy relaxed, stuped pv^ and looked at the 
knife expert who would not be throwing 
knives for a long time. Then he went 
gingerly into the old adobe ranchhouse. 

The place was dirty and didn't smell too 
welL Dirt floors, cobwebby walls and ceil- 
ings. The main room was foggy from a 
smoldering fire in the fireplace, and on a 
crude bunk was a man, all tied up with ropes, 
but not gagged. It wasn't Speedy. Tomb- 
stone looked him over. 

"All right, you dirty pup," the man said, 
"if it's money you want, say so." 

"Don't we all?" asked Tombstone quietly. 
"Who are you?" 

"I am Homer G. Gates, the Secand," re- 
plied €he young man pair^lly. 

"Howdy, Homer." Tombstone grinned. 
"I've heard of you. My name's Jones." 

"If you are one of Topete's gang, you're 
probably lying." 

"Topete's gang brought yuh here, eh?" 

"What do you think?" 

Tombstone sat down on the end of the 
bunk and considered the young man. Homer 
the Second was fat and pudgy, with a gen- 
erous waist line, pouty motith and scowling 
eyes. His hair was mousy-blond. He was 
the man who had been knocked off his horse 
when the buggy was wrecked. j 

"I heard yuh got hurt the other ni^^t," ' 
said Tombstone. < 

"I got knocked stiff," Homer said soberly, i 

"Just why did they tie yuh up and bring s 
yuh here, Homer?" ( 

"You ask them — I never had a chance. I | 
don't know why. What's your part in this j 
deal, Jones — ^if that is your name." 

"Vm lookin' for my pardner. Speedy i 
Smith. They got him, too." | 

"Are you going to let me loose?" Homer > 
asked anxiously. 

Tombstone untied him. Homer sat up and [ 
flexed liis muscles — ^what he had, for most of 
him was fat. 

"We better be movln'. Homer," Tomb- 
stone said. "They'll be comin' back." 

Homer was willing enough to move. When 
they went outside he stared at &e M^fdcan \ 
at the corner of the house. j 

"Dead?" he whispered anxiously. ] 

"Just sleepin'," replied Tombstone. 

They went down to the corral, where the i 
horses milled around. ; 

"We've got to get us some rollin' stock, j 
Homer," declared Tombstone. "I don't I 
reckon yore dad woidd mmd if I rode one of | 
his bosses." I 

"You mean those are Pad's horses?" ex- 1 
dahned B(»ner, . | 
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"If they ain't, Topete is raisin' some awful 
good brones." 

There were two fairly good saddles in the 
stable, and it was no effort for Tombstone 

to rope a tall sorrel out of the herd. He 
cinched on the saddle, fashioned a rope 
hackamore, and Jed the animal down to 
where his own horse was hidden. 

"Yuh better ride my hoss, Homer," he 
said. "Yuh can't tell what this'n might do. 
We're goin' to cut them hosses loose and 
head 'em toward Verde Vista. I don't reckon 
we'll ever get 'em out of Mexico, but we'll 
give the boys thfi job of gettin' 'em back 
all here." 

The tall sorrel didn't want to buck, but he 
did want to run, and Tombstone had some 
difficulty getting the animal convinced that 
speed, at this time, was not necessary. How- 
ever, he managed to open the sagging old 
gate, and send this herd into headlmg flight 
up the road. 

Reining his horse in beside Homer, Tomb- 
stone said: 

"Where-at was Slim Cantrell, while you 
was gettin' captured?" 

"They got him first," replied Homer; 

Tombstone cuffed his old hat over one eye 
and stared straight ahead. 

"Why?" he asked. 

"They didn't tell me." 

"Was they goin' to hold yuh for ransom, 
. Homer?" 

"Ransom? You mean ask my dad to pay to 
get me back?" 

"Somethin' like that. He would, wouldn't 
he, Homer?" 

Homer thou^t it over carefully before he 
replied. 

"My dad is a hard-headed business man, 
Jones," he said then. "He wants value re- 
ceived any dmL No, I dion't believe he'd 
pay." 

"Wei!, he knows yuh better than I do," 



said Tombstone drily. . . . 



IN THE meantime Speedy Smith was not 
onjoying life at all. He had a cut scalp 
and an egg-sized lump on his. head, which 
made him dizzy from the pain. He was also 
tied hand and foot on a bunk. 

Speedy didn't remember exactly what had 
happened to him, and he had no idea where 
he was. Thinking only made his head ache. 
Several times he h^d a hazy remembrance 
that men had questioned him, but he couldn't 
remember what it was that they had wanted 
to know. 

There was one window, rather high on 
the wall opposite the bvmk on which he lay, 
but it was covered, so that little light came 
through. But l3ie tune of day meant notiiitig 

anyhow. 

His head was clearing a little when two 
men came in, locking the door behind them. 
Speedy never had seen them before. One 
was a squat, mustached Mexican, gaudy 
with colors and silver. The other was a 
Chinese, nattily dressed, but not at all pleas- 
ant looking. 

He had agate eyes, and he spoke English 
with only a httle accent. 

"You are able to talk, eh?" he questioned. 
"That is good." 

Speedy looked the men over through nar- 
rowed eyes. 

He didn't feel like talking. 

"We wish to ask you a question," said the 
Chinese. 

"Stop wishin'!" said Speedy angrily. 
"Yuh've got me where I cant hel^ myasM, 
so why wish?" 

The Chinese smiled, but it was not a pleas- 
ant smile. 

"I understand that you and your com- 
panion came to Turquoise Cii^ in a bi^gy," 
he said. 

[Tarn page] 
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"Yore understandin' is limited to what 
folks tell yuh," remarked Speedy. "We 
didn't do anything of the kind." 

"You are not in any position to lie to me." 

"I ain't lyin'. Why would I lie? What's 
this all about, anyway? Why'd somebody 
poi> me &a &e head and bi>ing me here?" 

"You SSn*t come to Turquoise Ci^ in a 
buggy, eh?" 

"We shore didli't Anybody says we dttd, 
lies." 

The Chinese spoke Spanish like a Mem" 
icm, and he told all this to his cdmpajoioa. 
The Mexican listened, his eyes hard. They 
argued for several minutes. 

"W'y don' you tell heem w'at we want?" 
the Mexican finally said. 

"No!" snapped the Chinese. "Later, per- 
haps, but not now. Either we have been 
doublecrossed, or this man is lying* We will 
find out." 

' "How about some water and a little food?" 
■asked Speedy. 

The Chinese laughed at him. 

"A little hunger, a little thirst may make 
you tell the truth — later." 

They went out then and locked the door 
behind them. Speedy tried to loosed his 
hands, but they were bound with small 
maguey rope that was like steel cable. He 
fiqsUy gave up the ^ort and went to sleep. 

CHAFTEE V 

Pnsofters owd Such 

ANKY Tombstone and 

Homer the Second were 
having little trouble 
keeping the loose horses 
on the old road. The 
horses seemed to have a 
homing instinct. 

"How'd it happen that 
yuh got knocked stiff 
the other night?" Tomb- 
stone said to Homer. 

"I don't know," re- 
plied Homer. "I guess I 
was pretty dnmk, and going fast. Slim said 
we hit something, but I'm not stire of any- 
thmg." 

"I heard it killed yore boss." 

"I heard the same tilling. Tombstone. But 
I'm not sure." 

It was evident that Homer the Second did 
not know what he had run into, and neither 
did he say anything about the loss of h^ 
Mddle. 

Tfaie bunch of hoi^es were well strung out 
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along the road, traveling at a fairly good 
pace. The tall sorrel under Tombstone seemed 
to be walking on air, wanting to run some 
more, but Tombstone kept the animal in 
check. 

"We'll never get this remuda past Verde 
Vista," he said. "Our best bet is to circle the 
town and head for the Border. And yore best 
bet is to stay home, my boy." 

"I'm free, white and tweaty-Ofie," de- 
clared Homer. 

And just then the horses all disappeared 
aroimd a curve in the road. And as Tomb- 
stone and Homer swung aroimd it, five armed 
men stepped into the road just in front of 
them. One man flung up his left hand. 

"Alto ahi! Alto ahi!" he yelled, and Tomb- 
stone knew enough Spanish to know that 
meant, "Stop there!" 

The five men were not over twenty feet 
away, walking toward them. Tombstone 
swung low over his horse's neck. "C'mon, 
kid!" he yelled, and drove the rowels into 
that highbred horse. 

It was like releasing an arrow from a bow. 
The five men had no chance to dodge before 
that sorrel crashed into tiiem, sending three 
of them spitming, the other two diving aside, 
yeUing. 

The next curve was not over a hundred 
yards ahead, and Tombstone was going 
around it, swinging out at an angle of forty- 
five degrees, in order for the horse to keep 
its feet when two bullets sang over his head. 
He looked back to see if Homer the Second 
was following, but too late. He rode a quar- 
ter of a mile further on, slowed to a stop 
and waited, but Homer didn't come. The 
herd of horses was far ahead now, throwing 
up a cloud of dust as they galloped for 
Verde Vista. 

But Tombstone was not going to run the 
gauntlet of Verde Vista. He swung into the 
hills above the town, came in past some old 
adobe barracks, and foimd a trail about 
halfway up the hill, heading north. After he 
passed Verde Vista he could see the winding 
old road below him, and those horses surely 
heading for the Border at breakneck speed. 
They had evidentty gone straight through the 
town, sticking to the main road. 

Two cowboys were following them, riding 
full speed, trying to overtake the herd, but 
those loose horses were not going to let any- 
one pass them on that narrow road. A few 
hundred yards from the old gate at the 
Border, both men drew up and went back. 

Tombstone shoved his horse down flirough 
the brush to the road and came in behind 
the herd. The gate was open and four riders 
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were on the American side. One of them 
started to close the gate, but changed his 
mind, and the horses raced through. 

Tombstone came galloping toou^ the 
gateway and drew up. 

"Old Hack-saw Jeaies MsstMl" one of the 
riders said. 

Tombstone leaned wearily on his saddle^ 
horn and grinned. 

"Hyah, El-mer," he said. 

Homer G. Gates was one of the riders and 
he was so. excited that he could hardly talk. 

"But I tell you, Sheriff, those are my miss- 
ing horses!" he yelled. "Coming out of Mex- 
ico, too! You saw them!" 

"Yeah," admitted Dan O'Leary, the sheriff, 
eyeing Tombstone. 

"They're our hos$es all right," said a cow- 
boy. 

"Now that that's settled," sighed Tomb- 
stone, "howdy, folks." 
"You are Jones!" exclaimed Homer G. 

Gates. 

"What am I supposed to do — get excited?" 
asked Tombstone. "I've knowed that ever 
siace I was knee-high to a tall Injun." 

"And Uncle Sam didn't get no duty on 
them bosses," said Dan O'Leary. 

"Never mind the duty — I'll pay that," said 
Gates. "Jones, where on earth did you find 
my horses?" 

"Find 'em?" queried Tombstone. "Huh! 
That's fimny. I was ridin' along the hill and 
I aeea 'eni down on the road. So I w&it down 
to the road — and here I am." 

HOMER. G. GATES looked puzzled. 
"Mr. Gates," Dan O'Leary said, "yuh 
might as well give up yore crazy idea and go 
back home." 

"The idea is not crazy-j^d I shall not go 
homel" 

"Vi^t's eatin' him, Hmw-t" asked "Tomb- 
stone, 

"Well, yuh see," rephed Elmer, "he's got a 
son, which ain't been home for a couple days. 
He thinks he's in Verde Vista, so he's goin' 
over there and bring him home." 

"What do you think about it, Jones?" 
asked the sheriff. 

Tombstone looked over the little fat man 
and shook his head, 

"I don't need your opinion, sir!" snapped 
Homer G. Gates. 

"Then I won't give it to yuh," said Tomb- 
stone. 

"Sa-a-ay!" snorted the sheriff, "You 
wasn't over there, packin' yore gun in sight 
thataway, was yuh, Jones?" 

"I was lookin' for my pardner," rephed 
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Tombstone quietly. "Somebody knocked him 
down in our room last night, and packed him 
away, so I came a-lookin' for him, I wasn't 
worryin' about what they'd do about my 
gun." 

"Ynh mean somebody knocked Speedy 
down and took him?" asked Elmer, "We 
didn't know that." 

Tombstone nodded. Homer G. Gates 
turned to his cowboy. 

"Johnny," he said, "you take those horses 
back to the ranch. I'm going to Verde Vista. 
You tell Mrs, Gates that I shall be home 
soon." 

Then the fat man, who had more money 
than brains, rode through the gateway and 
headed for Verde Vista. The cowboy shrug- 
ged his thin shoxilders. 

"I just work for him," he said, and reined 
around to follow the horses. 

Dan O'Leary gestured wearily. 

"What can yuh do with a feller like him?" 
he asked. "He's been the boss all his Hfe, and 
he's still bossin'. If he wants to go to Vra-de 
Vista, it's his business, I reckon. I'd like to 
know where &em ht^ses come from. They're 
his bosses, that's a cutcb. He knew 'ran right 
away." 

"All but one," said Tombstone soberly. 

"What do you mean?" asked the sh^iif. 

"The one I'm a-ridin'." 

"One of his bosses?" gasped Elmer. 
"Where'd yuh get that sorrel boss, Tomb- 
stone?" 

"Oh, I just borrowed it out of a corral in 
Mexico, Hmer." 

"Yea-a-ah? One of Gates' bosses and you 
borrowed it, eh? Tombstone, you brou^t 
them bosses. Go ahead with the story." 

"Well," repled Tombstone soberly, "once 
upon a time there was three little jtfgs. The 
mamma pig said to the little — " 

"Where did yuh find them bosses?" 

"Wee-e-ell, I just looked— and there they 
was." 

"Jones," Dan O'Leary said, "did jruh see 
Gates' son?" 

"Homer the Second? He rode my hoas. 
That's why I'm ridin' this sorrel." 

"He — rode — yore — boss," said O'Leary, 
spacing his words carefully, "You took one 
of his father's bosses. I see. But what be- 
came of Homer the Second?" 

"Oh, him!" Tombstone grinned slowly. 
"Wen, sir, we ran into an ainbush.. Five men, 
blockin' the road, but tWs he*e skittish crit- 
ter busted plumb through 'em, prob'ly crip- 
plin' some of 'em. Me and the sorrel got 
away, but I'm scared they got Homer." 

Dan O'Leary began enumerating .the dif- 
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ferent points on his fingers, his eyes squinted 
thoughtfully. 

"Yuh found the hosses in Mexitt), gave 
yore hoss to Homer, ran uito an ambush, 
and—" 

"Like I said," added Tombstone, "there 
was three little pigs." 

"And the biggest liar that ever came out of 
New Mexico," added Elmer. 

"Likely," growled the sheriJBE. "Jones, did 
yuh see Slim Cantrell down in Verde Vista?" 

Tombstone shook his head. 

"I was lookin' for Speedy, yuh know." 

"We just came down from Turquoise 
City," said Elmer, "and he wasn't there. I 
asked for yvih at the hotel, and Old Jim 
said neither of yuh was there last night." 

"Why would anybody kidnap Speedy?" 
asked O'Leary. 

"Well, I reckon they'll ask me for some 
ransom money." 

"Ask you?" gasped Ehner. "You ain't got 
no money." 

"I ain't? That's all you know— Oh, my 
gosh!" 

TOMBSTONE cuffed his hat over one eye, 
and stared at them. 
"They kidnaped him for his money!" he 
exclaimed. "Speedy had almost three thou- 
sand pinned inside his shirt That's what 
they done!" 

"Why didn't thqr jUSt take his shirt?" 
asked Elmer. 

"Well, yeah, they— Nope! They wouldn't 
have to hold him for ransom, 'cause they 
could just take that three thousand." 

"Where did he get three thousand dollars?" 
asked the sheriff curiously. 

"From me," replied Tombstone. "I spMt 
six thousand with him." 

"Let's go home, Elmer," said the sheriflf 
huskily. "Mebbe it's the heat— I don't know." 

"Are you goin' to Turquoise City, Tomb- 
stone?" asked Elmer. 

"No, I don't reckon so. I just got to thinkin' 
about Homer G. Gates. He's crazy to go 
down there. Homer the Second told me that 
Slim CantreU is a prisoner, and now I reckon 
they've got Homer the Second. Yuh can't 
never tell what they'll do to papa. Maybe I 
bettw go down there and Idnda. help him 
out" 

"They've got Slim QmtreU a prisoner, 
too?" asked Elmer. 

"Homer the Second told me." Tombstone 
nodded. ' 

Ehner squinted at Dan O'Leary thought- 
fully. Finally he unpinned his deputy sher- 
iff's badge aid handed it to the aSaetiS. 
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"I ain't had no fun for ages," he said wist- 
fully. "If yuh don't mind, Pan, I'd kiiida like 
to go along." 

"Yuh're crazy, Elmer," declared the sher- 
iff. 

"I know it blamed well, Dan. But it seems 
to me that there's too danged many de- 
tained Americanos down there for one man 
to handle alone. Yuh won't be mad, Dan?" 

"Lopkin' at it thata way— no, Elmer. If I 
wrasn't a married man, wiih a family to sup- 
port— But you go ahead. I'll be in Tur- 
quoise City for a few days. Vaya con Dios, 
amigo." 

The sheriff turned and rode back toward 
Turquoise City. Tombstone watdied him for 
a while, before turning his sorrel around. 

"What was that he said in Spanish, 
Ehner?" he asked. 

"Vaya con Dios? That means, 'Go with 
God.' " 

"Huh!" grunted Tombstone. "That's funny. 
I nev^ knowed he liked me, Ehner." 

CHAPTER VI 

The "Bramy" TaU One 

OMER G. GATES went 
straight to Verde Vista 
and tied his horse beside 
I La Golondrina Cantina. 
I \| He had never been hi 
*^ Verde Vista before, 

knew little about the 
Border towns in general, 
and did not understand 
a word of Spanish. 

His eiitrance in to the 
emtina caused a decided 
silence. Every eye was 
short, squat, perfectly 
groomed man, as he walked deliberately up 
to the long bar. The men looked at each 
other, but made no remarks. The bartender 
looked Inquh-ingly at Homer G. Gates. 
"Si, senor?" he said. 

"I am looking for my son," said Homer G. 
Gates firmly. 

"Your son, senor? Do I know heem?" 
"Homer G. Gates, the Second," said the 
father stiffly. -"^ 

"Poco" Topete, watching a poker game, 
heard the name and came up to the bar. 
Topete was all smiles. He evrai bowed. 

"You look for 'Omer Gates?" he asked. "I 
am Topete. Come — ^we weel spik quietly 
from each other." 

Homer G. Gates followed Topete over to 
the bottom of tlw itairt, 
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"Senor, I weesh from, talk een private 
weeth you," Topete said. "The boy he ees 

gots leetle beet too mucho vino. He ees all 
right, you onnerstand. We weel go opstairs 
to heem, eh?" 

"I want to see him, sir. The yoimg fool 
needs to be taught a lesson." 

They went up the stairs, down a narrow 
hallway, where a mestizo loimged ^gainst 
the corner. Topete spoke to him sharpiy, and 
the man unlocked a door. Homer G. Gates 
didn't realize that this man was a guard. He 
followed Topete into the room, and the 
mestizo came in behind Homer G. Gates, 
closing and locking the door. 

It was a big room, ori^ally used for gam- 
bling. A single lamp was burning at its far 
end, on the rock mantel of a big fireplace. 

There were four people in the room, all sit- 
ting in chairs. But before Homer G. Gates 
had any chance to ask a question, or really 
see who the four men were, Topete and the 
guard grabbed and roped him. They hustled 
has to an empty chaii-, where they proceed- 
ed to tie his feet securely. He saw then 
that the other four men in chairs were 
Speedy Smith, Homer G. Gates the Second, 
Slim Cantrell and Jim Brant, a cowboy from 
Gates' own ranch, the cowboy who had been 
\(dth Homer and Csmtrell when they had 
nm into the buggy. 

The elder Gates tried to voice a protest, 
but a dirty rag was shoved between his teeth, 
and the protest was choked off. Poco Topete 
seemed well satisfied, but Topete wasn't tak- 
ing any chances. He ordered the guard to 
stay in the room and keep the door shut. 

Then Topete went back down into the 
cantma to drink a lot of tequila and figure 
out just what good Homer G. Gates might be 
to him. Homer G. Gates had plenty money, 
and Topete was not adverse to getting mon- 
ey, no matter how he got it. 

He met "Diamond Charley" Wong in the 
cmntina, and told the Chinese what he had 
done. Charley didn't like it. Smuggling was 
one thing; kidnaping was something else. 

"I don' keednaps heem, Charley," Topete 
said. "He come here heemselves." 

"A difference without a distinction," said 
Charley. "You are a fool, Topete. Too many 
mistakes have been made now. Gates is a 
very rich and infiueoitial man. You have a 
good business here now, but a foolish move 
like that might ruin everything." 

"Por Dios, I can' turn heem loose now, 
Charley! He know too much." 

"TTiat's true. Your job is to watch out for 
Smith's partner — ^the tall one. He took that 
fat fool of a kid from the ranch, along With 
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the horses. He will know all the kid knows— 
and that tall one is nofa prisoner." 

"Bah!" snorted Topete. "He come here, 
Topete weel tak' care from heem. I have 
plenty guard watch the place. Nobody can 
get een." 

Charley lowered Ms voice, speaking cai«- 
fuUy. 

"Where is Stone?" 

Topete grinned wisely. "Een hees room, 
sleeping. I have guard een the hall by hees 
door. He don' know he ees preesoner." 

"Good. Close the cantina at nine o'clock 
toni^t. Then we will find out thctWlHu WiUi 
the cantina closed and locked, no eft* esm 
interrupt. But don't forget the tsQ case " 

"For heem, I weel watch," assured Topete. 

"And don't forget Stone." 

Topete grinned. i 

"Stone dreenk leetle powder een hees 
tequila. He weel sleep late, a-migo." 

"Good! If they want to live, they will not 
lie. ..." 

TOMBSTONE JONES and Ehner lEggins 
rode back into Mexico, without the 
slightest idea where to go nor what to do. 
They sat their horses in the brush on the 
hill slope above the town, and debated their 
moves. They also wanted to watch and see if 
Homer G. Gates went back to the Border. 

After watching for an hour, Tombstone 
said: 

"I'm scared he ain't comin' out of there, 
Elmer." 

"After what yuh've told me, I ain't 
amazed," replied Elhner. "But all this cap- 
turin' don't make sense. Tombstone. Speedy 
ain't done nofhin' to be captured for. And 
why would they capture Slim Cantrell ^nd 
Homer th© Seeond? To&ete t^'t never been 
noted for his braixis, but this here deal looks 
loco." 

"And now they've got Homer's pa," added 
Tombstone. 

"It shore looks like it. Now what do We 
do. Tombstone?" 

"I don't know, El-mer," drawled TiMnb- 
stone helplessly. "We've got to use Ifeeains in 
this deal." 

"If that's teue, we beti^ both go ba<^ 
home." 

» "I'U tell yah what weH do," said Tomb- 
stone. "Lel^s ride down to Hbat rmeho. 
Mebbe they took Homer the Second back 
there." 

"Well, I'd like to save somebody that was 
worth while, but we've got to do somethin'. 
Go ahead— I'll trail yuh." 

They struck the road south of Verde V^ista, 
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and headed for the ranch. Tombstone showed 
JElmer where he had made his getaway past 
the men. They rode on to the ranch and cir- 
cled it carefully, but saw no signs of life, and 
finally rode in close to the house. 

No one answered their hail. So they dis- 
mounted, stalked to the door and shoved it 
open and went in, guns ready. In the main 
room, lying on the bunk where Tombstone 
foimd Homer the Second, was the mesMzo 
whom Tombstone had pitched against the 
house. He was wrapped in a blanket, reek- 
ing of horse liniment. Tombstone shook him 
and he blinked at them, grunted, and went 
back to sleep. 

"Yuh must have boimced him awful hard," 
remarked Ehner. 

"I didn't hold back, if that's what yuh 
mean. He almost got me with his knife." 

They searched the place, but the mestizo 
was the only inhabitant. 

A search of the larder disclosed a hxxiik of 
roasted meat, a few cans of beans and some 
elderly torlillas- They took most everything 
in sight sad retired to tiie brush to eat and 
watch flie place. As Tombstone explained: 

"We ain't got no business in Verde Vista 
in the daytime, and this is as good a place to 
set as any other." 

"And what do we do there after dark?" 
asked Elmer. 

"Use our brains." 

"Both of us?" 

"Better let me do the thinkin'," said 
Tombstone. "I'm awful good at gettin' a idea 
once in a while." 

"Like havin' a hack-saw blade sewed into 
yore chaps, eh?" 

"That was a good one," diuckled Tomb- 
stone. 

"Still wearin' one?" 

"Not since I turned law-abidin', El-mer." 

They watched the place until dark, but no 
one came. So they mounted their horses and 
headed for Verde Vista. It was about eight 
o'clock when they had hidden their horses 
and worked their way to a strategic place on 
the main street. There seemed to be quite 
a lot of activity in La Golondrina, but they 
were a little afraid to go into the place. 

"If we get caught," said Tombstone, "tn^ 
won't be nobody left to help anybody. If 
Speed's in that blasted dump, I'll get him 
out— some way." 

"Yeah," agreed Elmer dubiously, "yuh 
might. Do yuh notice there's a feller in front 
of the cantina, and one over by the hitch- 
radt? They ain't moved none since we came 
here. They're guards.'' 
''Guardin' what?" 



"They're posted out Uiere to me iiat we 
don't get in." 

"Well, wouldn't that hold a post-mortem 
on a polecat!" exclaimed Tombstone. "Im- 
agine the nerve of them jaspers! Yuh'd think 
we had smallpox, or somethin'. It's a free 
country, ain't it, El-mer?" 

"Nope — ^this is part of Mexico. It may be 
fi-ee to Mexicans but not to a feller from 
over the Border." 

"Yea-a-a-ah, that's right," breathed 
Tombstone. "Cmon, we can't do no good 
here." 

They circled aroimd the town, crossed the 
street about two blocks below the cantina, 
where there were no lights, and came around 
to the rear of the cantina where Tombstone 
had seen them put Homer the Second on a 
horse. From the rear comer they could see 
the long hitch-rack, well filled with horses, 
but the guard was not visible. 

THERE were three windows on the sec- 
ond floor, and as they ^started to work 
their way along the old adobe wall, they 
heard a scraping sound above them. Tomb- 
stone jerked ' upright, looking up. In the 
darkness he could see a man sliding out of a 
window, swinging down at full arm's-length. 

Tombstone shoved Elmer ahead and leaped 
back, just as the man hit the ground. The 
man landed on his feet, face to the wall, but 
went backward on the seat of his pants, 
emitting a decided, "Woosh!" as the wind left 
his lungs. 

The man was not knocked out, but he was 
badly dazed, as he tried to get back on his 
feet. Tombstone grabbed him by the arm, 
but the man suddenly jerked away and 
started rimning back toward the old stable. 
Neither Tombstone nor Elmer knew what 
was just the right thing to do for the mo- 
ment, but TombsLone took after the fellow. 

The' man reached the angle between the 
stable and an old corral, where he was 
trapped. And as Tombstone closed in, the 
man flvmg something at him. Tombstcfne 
ducked qxiickly and came ahead. 

The man was all out of fight. 

"All right," he choked. "Go ahead. A lot 
of good it will do you." 

"Just calm down, pardner," adivised Tomb- 
stone, as Silmer joined them. 

"I was scarad he might use a gm," lSlxn.ee 
said. 

"If I only had one!" panted the man. 

"There's a lantern lit in the stable, and 
the door's open," Elmer said. 

They took the man into the old stable and 
looked him over. He waa well dressed, ap- 
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patently from north of the Border, and his down and get 
fdce yraa pale. He stared at &em as though 
trying to place them. 

"YoU'— you're not one of — not of Topete's 
gang?" he asked. 

Tombstone shook his head. 

"We just about ain't, mister. We're here to 
find my pardner. His name's Speedy Smith." 

"Speedy Smith, eh? You're Jones?" 

"That seems to be the general opinion. 
Have yuh seen Speedy?" 

"I know where he is, Jones. I'll make a 
trade with you. TO tdl you where he is, if 
you'll let me go. If &ey cateb me, they'll Jdll 
me." 

"I aint' tradin', mister. If yuh know where 
my pardner is, yuh'll tell, trade or no trade. 
Topete and his gang a^'t ^tis oaly ones who 
can kilL" 

CHAPTER VH 

TARING at the long, lean 
face of Tombstone 
Jones, the narrowed 
eyes and long, thin- 
lipped mouth, the man 
who had escaped from 
the cantina decided that 
this was no time to 
trade. Elmer took a sec- 
tion of liun rope from a 
peg against the wall and 
handed it to Tombstone. 
"Tie him tight," ad- 
vised Elmer. "I'll watch him and the door." 

"Why should I keep my mouth shut?" 
asked the man. "I don't know what you are 
goii:^ to do with me, but I — I don't owe 
Topete taxd the others anything." 

"Yuh're gettin' snarter every few ndn- . 
utes," said Tombstone. "Now, where is my 
pardner?" 

"He's upstairs in the cantina," replied the 
man. "He's a prisoner, along with Shm 
Cantrell and another man. I was a prisoner, 
too, in a single room, but I bribed the guard 
to go outside and lock the door. They thought 
I drank doped tequila— the fools! If it hadn't 
been for you two, I'd have made a getaway." 

"Upstairs in the cantim, eh?" growled 
Tombstone. "Just where?" 

"You saw the "S^dow I came from? Next 
to that is a big rootn where they used to 
have the gambling concessions." 

"How can we get up there?" 

"You can't Topete has the place guarded, 
, oulside and inside. My guard had to go 
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the guard away from the 
hitch-rack, before I c<^lld Jump. It cost we 
fifty pesos." 

"Yuh're a big help to our family," said 
Tombstone. "No way to get up there, huh?" 

"Only through the cafttino^^and two men 
can't make it." 

"Did they capture Homer G. Gates?" asked 
Elmer. 

"Homer G. Gates, the millionaire? Not 
that I know of. They have his son." 
"They got him today some time." 
"That i«t-»issible— theyll do anything. 
Topete is an ignorant kUler, and CharW . 
Wong is as cold as a rattler." 

"What about the roof?" asked Elmraf. 
The man squinted thoughtfully. 
"At the far end of the big room is a trap- 
door in the roof," he said finally. "It may be 
nailed down or fastened from the Inside. 
There is none in the ceiling of the room I 
was in. I doubt if you can get in, but it is 
worth a try." 

"We'll try her," said Tombstone. "And 
yuh better pray that trap door'll open, 'cause 
if we don't win this hand, yuh're in an awful 
fix." 

They went outside and crossed to the low 
wing of the cantina. Peering around the 
comer, they were able to see the hitch-rack 
guard back on the job again. 

"Hack-saw, old boy," Elmer said quietly, 
"if we don't come out of this alive, it'U be 
the first time I ever risked my life and dida't 
know what I was doin' it for." 

"All I know is that my pardner's up 
there," said Tombstone. "If yuh're dyin' ftnr 
information as to why, stay down here attd 
try to find out Me, I'm gettin' him first— 
askin' afterwards." 

"Suits me," said Elmer. "Yuh^e higher 
than I am. You boost me up and I'ff give yuh 
a hand from above." 

A few moments later the two of them 
sprawled on the ancient hand-made tiles 
which were like a mass of shde-rock. They 
had to climb up to the main part of Ihe 
cantina, then work their way along the ridge 
to where they might find the trap-door. 

"If yuh slip," warned Elmer, "ytih'll just 
sleigh-ride off the roof. I never knowed 
there was this much loose tile on earth. Go 
ahead. Tombstone. IH be right with yuh." 

Suddenly the lights of the cantina went 
out, and they could hear men going out of 
the place. There were some discussions and 
arguments at the hitch-rack before the men 
rode away. Tombstone and Elmer sprawled 
full lengUi on the old tiles, wondering what 
it was all about Fhu>% all was iSUiet again. 
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and they resumed their careful crawl over 
the loose and imeven tiled roof. . . . 

BUT though the cantina had closed, 
things were going on in that old gam- 
bling room just under the root The five pris- 
oner 'were still tied up, helpless to move. 
Charley Wong was there now, along with 
Topete, who swaggered up and down the 
room, reeking of tequila and garlic. Two of 
the gu£irds stood just inside the locked door, 
carrying rifles. 

A fire had been built in the huge fireplace, 
and the ffickering light made ^ladows along 
the rough walls. There was one lamp on the 
long table. Speedy watched Topete. 

"If yuh had a spreadin' tail yuh'd look like 
a peacock," he remarked. 

The rest of the prisoners didn't see any 
humor in the situation, and Topete didn't im- 
derstand it. Charley Wong picked up an iron 
rod about the size of a pencil and three feet 
long, which he took to the fireplace and 
placed one end in the coals. 

"Looks like he might be goin' to maverick 
somebody," observed Speedy. 
"Shut up!" Slim CantreU said nervously. 
"Yuh're in a swell position to gjve Orders, 
CanfrelJ." 

'•No use makin' it worse'n it already is." 

"Homer the First, Homer the Second<— and 
who comes third?" said Speedy. 

"Do you think this is furaoy, SimfibL?" a:^ed 
Charley Wong. 

"Might as wen laugh," said Speedy. "After 
aU, I don't know what this is all about. 
Somebody tries to knock my head off, packs 
me down here and keeps me a prisoner, and 
never tells me why. I'll keep on laughin' till 
I know more'n I do now." 

"I know nothing," said Homer G. Gates 
huskily. 

"Ill say you don't," agreed Homer the 
Second. "Why didn't you stay home where 
you were safe?" 

"Pick up yore loop," advised Speedy. 
"After all, he's yore pa." 

"I wanted to find you, Homer," said his fa- 
ther. "Your mother and sister are worried 
about you. The Border o£Ec^ came to your 
mother and a^ed her to try and keep you 
away from here. You know, you have be^ 
in bad company." 

"Meanin' me, I reckon," said Slim CantrelL 

"I am beginning to think so," said Homer 
G. Gates. 

Charley Wong had been listening with a 
certain amusement, but now he walked over 
and stood in front of fliem. 

"As far as that goes," he said quietly, 



"Homer the Second has been" in bad com- 
pany. He has imwittingly been the carrier of 
a lot of contraband. But that is all past now." 

"What?" demanded Homer G. Gates. "Do 
you mean that my own soijt — " 

"Unwittingly, I said," reminded Wo^. 
"Slim Cantrell is one of the gang, but it 
seems that his usefulness has ended. I am 
afraid that Mr. Cantrell has doublecrossed 
his companions in crime." 

"That's a lie!" snapped Slim. "I never 
done it, Charley." 

"You and Mr. Stone." 

"If Stone told yuh— Where's Stone? HI 
cram his lies down his throat." , 

Charley Wong smiled. 

"Mr. Stone is investigating, I believe. You 
see, he has thirty thousand dollars in the 
pot, and you have only the thirty head of 
horses you turned over to Topete." 

Homer G. Gates turned his head and 
looked at Slim, but SUia did not look at 
Homer G. Gates. 

"I will admit that you were tempted, Mr. 
Cantrell," Charley Wong said. "But your 
story is too thm. I believe you will soon tell 
the truth." 

"What's this stuff all about" asked Speedy. 
"Yuh're accusin' everybody of bein' a dou- 
' blecrosser, but yTjh don't say why. Nobody 
has asked me anything except did 1 come to 
Turquoise City in a buggy. Since when was 
it a crime to ride in a buggy?" 

Charley Wong turned from Slim CantreU 
and stepped over in front of Speedy. 

"So you did come to Turquoise City in a 
buggy, eh" he snarled. 

"Nope," replied %»eedy inuly. "We 
walked in." 

"Oh, you walked — Wait a minute! You 
walked in, when your buggy was smashed. 
Am I right?" 

"Yuh're right — for once in yore life. 
What's next?" 

"Did you steal the saddle oif that dead 
horse?" asked Slim. 

Speedy took that question under advise- 
ment. No one could prove that they did, it 
""emed. He scowled at Slim. 
*=^"What saddle?" he a^ed blandly. 

Slim took a deep breath and idiook his 
head. Charley smiled. Topete asked a ques- 
tion in Spanish, Charley scowled, but finally 
shook his head. 

"Have one of the guards bring Stone," he 
said. 

Topete gave the order and one of the 
guards left the room. 

"So yuh had Stone tied up, too, ehV 
growled Slim. 
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"I am not taking any chances," replied the 
Chinese. 

THE door banged open and the guard 
rushed in, talking explosively in Span- 
ish. 

"Gone?" Charley rasped. "How could he 
get away? Topete, where were your guards?" 

Topete rushed out of the TOom, cuxshig in 
Spanish. Slim laughed. 

"What is funny about It?" demanded 
Charley hotly. 

"There goes yore diamond, GmtieyV 

"What do you mean?" 

"Stone's gone. If he didn't have the dia- 
mond, why would he try to get away. He's 
got thirty thousand in the pot. Have a -little 
sense." 

"He hasn't that diamond," denied the Chi- 
nese. '1 was there when that old saddle^ 
mak^ sewed it into the saddle." 

"So was Stone," Slim said seriously. "It's 
a dollar against a doughnut that he switched 
stones on yuh, Charley. Stone's gone." 

Speedy laughed shortly, but his mirth was 
short-lived. The Chinese whirled on him. 

"You got that saddle!" he rasped. "You 
know where it is!" 

Do I?" countered ^seedy. "So yuh sewed 
a diamond into a saddle, and sent it across 
with Homer the Second. Makin' a smuggler 
out of a dumb kid. Then yidi ket sadifle and 
all. Serves yuh right." 

Charley leaned in and shoved one hand 
against Speedy's shoulder, looking him 
squarely in the eye. 

"Where did yoti hide that sadcOe?" he 
asked. 

Speedy's feet were tied together, but not 
tied to the chair, and when Charley leaned 
in close, Speedy kicked him on the shins with 
botii boot-heels. It almost caused Charley to 
cry out He staggered back, caught his bal- 
ance against the table^ just as Topete came in. 

"Sttme ees gome — mtmoso.'" he exclaimed. 
"Those guard ees gone! Madre de Z)tos, 
everytheeng happen!" 

And just then, as though to add to the 
confusion, a three-foot section of the plas- 
tered ceiling let loose and landed squarely on 
Teste's head, knocking him to the floor in a 
^ower of plaster flakes. 

"Most everythmg happoas," said %eedy 
drUy. 

Topete got up, gim in hand, his hat driven 
down until his eyes were not visible. 

"Who heet me?" he demanded. "Who 
heet me? I keel sometheeng," 

Topete had stiurted ahead, clawing at his 
hat, when Hom«r the Seeogad shoved out hit 
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bound feet and ffopete fell over them. His 
gun spun along Ihe flogr, almdst to the &»- 

place. 

"Set 'em up in the o&ssx aUe^l" whtnited 
Speedy. , 

Topete got to his feet, yanked his hat 
loose, and picked up his gun. Topete WM 

mad, humiliated, dangerous. 

"Basta!" Charley said. 

Topete started a rapid-fire of Spanish, hot 
■ Charley stopped him. 

"This has gone far enough," he declared. 
''Smith, you will tell us where you ft«k 
saddle." 

"Yuh're just guessm' I will." Speedy 

grinned. 

"This is not a guess, my friend," ssAd 
CYibtIC^ "I am not in the habit of joking 
about a fortune. That saddle contains the 
Flame of the Temple, which cost me every 
cent I have made in years. Diamond Charley 
Wong does not go broke — easily. Will you 
tell where that saddle is, Or do I have to fip«ee 
you to tell?" 

"I can't teU yuh where it is," Speedy said 
soberly, "because I hid it in a mesquite 
thicket. I'd have to take yuh there." 

"I think you lie. Smith. In fact, I think 
that so strcHogly tiiat I shall mafee you i^" 
the truth!" 

CHAPTEaR vm 

r 

No CoKtrahmtd^No No&iSn' 

^ ^ HARLE Y WONG waBeed 
J/*/ ^^Vl over to the fireplace and 
picked up the iron rod, 

glowing red for about 
three inches on the end. 
All eyes were on the 
evil-faced Oriental, as 
he carefully esEamined 
the red-hot point. 

"Thffire have been too 
many lies," he said 
harshly. "Some of you 
are going to tell the 
truth at once, because one touch of that point 
win ruin an eye." 

"Geeve eet to heem!" exclaimed Topete, 
rubbing his sore head. 

Charley Wong came back from the fire- 
place, carrying the heated rod, and stopped 
in.front of Speedy. There wes no question in 
the mind of the little cowboy that Wong, des- 
perate now, would carry out his ^weat 
Something had to be done. 

"All right, Charley— I lied," Speedy saii 
"The saddle is in the storieroom of Ute Astm 
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Hotel in Turquoise City." 

Charley Wong lowered the point, as he 
stared at Speedy. 

"In the storeroom at the hotel, eh? No, no, 
my' friend! That is a lie to save youar eyes. 
Perhaps if I just bum a little design on your 
forehead you will remember the truth. Like 
this— Topete, hold his head. He is nervous." 

"Si, si, I weel hoi' heem!" 
. Topete had started to circle Speedy 's chair 
when more plaster came down. Both Charley 
and Topete jerked back and looked at the 
ceiling where a whole section was breaking 
through. Topete yelled and tried to get away, 
and the next moment roof, plaster, rotten 
laths, heavy, clumsy old tiles came down like 
an avalanche. And on top of them came 
Tombstone Jones and Elmer Higgins, kick- 
iiSg, grabbing, yelping. 

The crash shook the whole contina, 
smashed the table on which the lamp stood, 
plunging the whole place into darkness. 
More tiles, loosened by the break-through, 
cascaded down into the room, and Ihe room 
was foggy .with plaster dust. 
Speedy had a flash of the avdancbe. 
"Tombstone!" he yelled. 
A six-shooter flashed in the dark. "Madre 
de Dios — the door J" Topete howled. 

Whaml A sixshooter blasted from down 
along the floor, and a man cried out sharply. 

"Settin' on my hands, and thought I was 
tied down!" Elmer Higgins complained. 

"Don't light a match," warned Speedy. 
"There's Charley Wong and Topete, and two 
guards. They're armed, boys!" 

"I'm glad to hear from yuh. Speedy," said 
Tombstone. 

"Yuh can put a P.S. on that from me, 
pardner. Look out for theji^two rattlers." 

"Here's somebody," said Elmer. "I reckon 
he stopped a tile." 

"Get set, El-mer," whispered Tombstone, 
"rm li^tin' a match." 
"Let 'er rip, Hack-saw." 
Tombstone lighted the match, holding it as 
far from his body as possible. But nobody 
shot at it. Charley Wong was stretched out 
on the floor, a heavy tile leaning against his 
face. The door was wide open, and Topete 
was piled up just short of it. 

There were some candles on the mantel- 
piece, and Tombstone soon had the place 
partly illuminated. He and Elmer swiftly cut 
the prisoners loose, all except Slim Cantrell. 
Homer the Second vetoed that. 

"Slim dcm't deserve anything," he said. 
"He stole those horses, Tombstone." . 

"All right— he stajrs. ""he rest of us better 
get goin'. How^ are yuh, £>peedy?" 



"Oh, I'll be alive by moisnin', I reckon. 
How are yuh, Elmer?" 

"There ain't a inch of me that ain't skinned, 
Speedy. Me and old Hack-saw have crawled 
ail over that blasted roof, lookin' for that 
there trap-door up there, but we didn't 
find it" 

"We made our own hole." The brtiised 
Tombstone grinned. He had a discolored eye, 
a swelled cheek and a cut lip. 

"This here Chinese ain't goin' no place," 
said Elmer. 

"Neither is Topete," said Speedy. "Some- 
body got him dead c^ter. Lets' start movin', 
b€lo£@ aBiy of the gang come back." 

Homer (5. Gates didn't know what it Was 
all about He seemed like a disinterested 
spectator, and they fairly had to shove him 
out into the dark hallway. 

"You are Jones," he did say to Tombstone. • 

"It's really surpri^'," replied Tomb^me, 
"but it's a iaot." 

They went down Ihrough the contina, 
kicked the door loose, and went into the 
street. No one opposed them. Verde Vista 
was quiet. Perhaps the inhabitants had sense 
enough to stay indoors, when trouble broke 
loose at La Golondrina. 

THERE were three horses in the stable, 
two of them belonging to Homer the 
Second and his father. "A boss for every- 
body except Jim Brant" Elmer said 

"Don't worry about him," said Tombstone. 
"He pulled out as soon as we got out of the 
caviina. He was SUm's little helper." 

"Do you mean he helped Slim steal 
horses?" asked Homer the Second. 

"Wasn't he with you and Slim, when yuh 
ran into our buggy?" 
"That's right." 

"Cross his name off the list. C'mon, El- 
mer, we'll get our bosses, and Mr. Stone can 
ride double with me?" 

"Stone?" queried Speedy. "Where-at is 

Stone?" 

"He's tied up back there. I want him to 
identify that diamond we heard yxih talkin' 
about a while ago." 

No one opposed the cavalcade as it headed 
north, until the riders got to the Border, 
where three of the Border Patrol blocked 
them. Al Stevens recognized Homer the 
Second, who tried to explain what had hap- 
pened, but Tombstone moved in. 

"O&ser," he said, "most of this outfit are 
fuj^tiv^ from a diamond. Up near Tur- 
quoise City is a saddle, hangin' in a mesquite 
ttdcket, and that big diamond is aipposed to 
be Mwed into the fork of the saddle. VfbUs 
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we're travelin' up that way, well try and ex- 
.{tlain how it got there." 

"The name of the Temple?" asked Stev- 
ens. 

"Things do get around," said Speedy. 
"We've got Mr. Stone with us, but he don't 
want to discuss it. If I was short thirty thou- 
sand dollars, I'd quit talkin', too." 

"What do yuh think the thing is worth?" 
asked one of the officers as they rode nortli. 

"Hundred thousand dollars, I redcon," es^ 
timated Speedy. 

"Well, if it is, you can be awful happy," 
said Stevens. "Yuh'U get twenty-five per 
cent " 

They found the saddle, turned it over to 
the officears and went on to Turquoise City. 
As they entered the Astor House, old Jim 
Shane arose from behind his desk and stared 
over his glasses at them. 

His eyes shifted from one to the other, as 
he seemed to be making a mental count. The 
three officers had the saddle in the middle of 
Ihe floor and were cutting the leather loose 
from the fork. Stone was ^tting in a chair, 
looking sick over it aU. 

Al Stevens emitted a decided, "Ah- 
ha-a-a!" and came up with an object tightly 
wrapped in soft leather. 

He took it over to the better light at the 
desk, and the others crowded in dose as he 
unwrapped it. ■ The object tumbled out of its 
wrappings, and they all leaned forward, 
staring at it. Stevens poked at it. 

"Flame of the Temple!" he snorted. "That's 
nothin' but a hunk of glass!" 

They all relaxed. Tombstone went over 
to Stone, who grinned sick^. 

"Yuh tried to doublecross ev^bo^, 
htih?" queried Tombstone. 

"Why not?" asked Stone wes^. "Hi^ 
were aU crooks." 

Al Stevens walked over to Stone and 
looked down at hun. 

"All right. Stone," he said harshly, "Where 
is that big diamond?" 

Stone smiled slowly. "You can't touch 
me," he said. "I'm in the clear. Ask Tomb- 
stone Jones where the diamond is." 

"Ask me?" snorted TomlKStone. "Hdw'd I 
know?" 

"When you boys cac^^ Me, after I 
dropped out of that window, I thought you 
were some of Topete's gang. I didn't dare 
have that diamond found on me, and in des- 
peration I threw it at you, when you cor- 
nered me between the corral ieace and tiUe 
stable." 
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Al Stevens swore softly, , as his two men 
quickly sear)ched Stone, but found nothing. 
The man was evideiftly telling the truth. 
There was a commotion at the doorway, and 
in came Mrs. Gates and her daughter. 

Homer G. Gates had been merely standing 
around dumbly, still not seeming quite to un- 
derstand what this was all about. Mrs. Gates 
grabbed him with both hands, her eyes wide. 

"Homerl" she exclaimed. "Homra:, 'where 
have you been?" 

"Why — ^why, my dear," he said huskily, "I 
— I . . . Well, I have been with Jones. It's all 
right. It wasn't a real diamond, after alL" 

HOMER ,the Second put his arm m^und 
his sister. "It's all rights" he r^eated. 
"Everything is all right. We'll go back home, 
and I will explain everything. Come, Mother 
— ^you and Dad." 
The four of them walked out, 
"Well, boys, I reckon that's that," Stevens 
said. "No contraband, no prisoners— no&in'. 
Good night" 

The %xee officers walked out, leaving 
Stone in his chair, Tombstone, Speedy, and 
Elmer EQgglns against the hotel desk 

"WeU, it was a wonderful night, anyway," 
Speedy said, "even if we didn't get the re- 
ward. But, money ain't everything." 

Tombstone had been staring thoughtfufly, 
and he sudd^ily grabbed Speedy by the aim. 

"Yore money!" he exclaimed. "Yuh Itad 
yore money with yuh!" 

"Money?" asked Speedy blankly. 
"Yore share of the three thousand! They 
robbed yuh of it. That's why yuh never have 
anything. Yuh've done lost yore half!" 

"Wait a minute!" snorted Speedy. "I didn't 
either. Our money was all in that valise 
upstairs." 

Tombstones' jaw dropped, as he visualized 
the emptied valises. "We've been robbed— 
both of us!" he choked. "No money." 

*They was a telegram come for you, 
Jones," said Old Jim. "Here she is." 

"You read it, Speedy. I'm too upset." 

"It's from Jim Keaton, and he says: Ignore 
last wire to wait for man to contact you. He 
saw you and decided to heindle the job him- 
self. You shoidd be broke by this time. Wire 
*if you are through loaSng and lieady to 
work'" 

"Well," sighed Tombstone, "he done what 
yuh told him to do." 

"What'd I teU him to do?" asked Speedy. 

"Yuh told him to stop mind-readin' and 
get a crystal ball. Them things shore work." 
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CHAPTER I 

Not hy the Rope 

THE voice came out of the mountain 
silence, just as "Navajo Tom" Raine, 
Arizona Ranger, topped a tall ridge. 
Raine was already pulling back on his reins, 
intending to halt his magnificent blue roan 
gelding, Wampum, for a breather. But he 
halted more abruptly than he bad meant to 
when he heard that voice somewhere beiund 

'•Don't look around, Tom!" The voice 
came again. "Make out that there's somethin' 
wrong with your cinches. Listen to what 
Fve got to say, but donH let on anybody's 



talkin' to yuh, because yuh're bein' watch- 
ed." 

Baine was alert, but not alarmed. Obvi- 
ously flie hidden speaker meant him no 

harm, since the fellow could have sent a 
bullet into his back instead of calling out to 
him. He leaned sideward from the saddle, 
pretending to be studying his latigo strap, 
then swung down to the stony earth. 

On or off a horse, Navajo Tom Raine was 
a striking figure. Tall and long-limbed, he 
had the flat stomach and lean hips of a man 
who spent much time in the saddle. His chest 
was deep, his shoulders broad and squai'e. 
His features were hawkish, lean-cheeked 
and dark, and his heavy hlack haor hung, , 
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Navajo Indian fashion, almost to his shoul- 
ders. 

The matched Colt .45s that swung against 
fee Ranger's thighs in pliant holsters had 
turquoise-mounted grips, and a band of 
hand-hammered silver ornaments set with 
matched turquoise ston^ circled the crown 
of his black Stetson. 

Yet despite his long hair and Navajo 
trappings, there was no Indian blood in Raine. 
His eyes, shghtly narrowed now as they 
searched the crooked, bushy ridge about him 
without appearing to do so told that, for 
they were calm and green— the bright, alert 
e^es of a man accustcnned to rubbing dbows 
with danger. 



Lookhig at the swaying body, Nava}* 
Raine knew the littia man woiiM newt 
ride the outlaw traib again 



By 

JACKSON COLE 

RAINE looped the left stirrup of his 
saddle over the saddle-horn, and loos- 
ened the laligo strap, head bent as if nothing 
else interested him. 

"Thanks for playin' along, Tom." The 
hidden man spoke again. His voice was thin, 
raw-edged from nervous strain. There was 
desperation in that voice, too, as he went on: 
"I've been watcjiin' this trail four days, 
knowin' an Arizona Territorial Ranger would 
be comin' along. I'm shore glad they sent 
you, because mebbe yuh'll help me. Yuh 
figgered me out yet, Tom?" 

"Yuh sound a heap like a little rooster I 
knew when we were gangly kids." Raine 
Mdhd fainUy. "He was an oroery Utile 
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squirt, who niblded moonshine whisky, used 
cuss words he didn't even understand, and 
bragged that he'd be the toughest, slickest 
buscadero in Arizona when he growed up. 
His name was Sime Benge. Last I heard 
of him he vnis vuj^osed to be a member of 
Ik« Siseo's lobo legion." 

"Yuh couldn't prove that this Sime Benge 
gent belonged to Sisco's bunch, could yuh, 
Tom?" the thin voice asked tensely. 

"I couldn't prove it," Raine admitted, busy 
>wirth fee latigo strap. "So if that's what's 
WKrtin' yuh, Sime, forget it Ike Sisco scat- 
Usted hi& mm ami went out of the bandit 
business when the Rangers got on his trail 
a couple erf years back. Ike headed for the 
Border, but a couple of Rangers caught that 
big, tow-headed, yellow-eyed hellion this 
side of Nogales, and had to kill him. As long 
as Sisco's lobos don't try to operate again, 
■flie Rangers will let 'em alone." 

"Yiiih've taken a load off ray mind by tellin' 
me that, Tom," Sime Benge said wearily. 
"But I'll have to have yore he^, or some- 
thin'U happen to me." 

"What?" Raine asked. 

"The same thing that happened to them 
three gents who was found hangin' to that 
bull pine cm the south rim of Cemetery HiU 
at Little Pine," Sime Benge said grimly. 
"Yuh've been sent here to investigate them 
lynchin's, Tom. Only they wasn't lynchin's, 
because each one of them fellers was dead 
before he was ever left danglin' on a rope." 

"What in blaaes yuh talkin' about?" Raine 
said sbarply. 

"Yuh did come here to look into them 
three deaths, didn't you?" Sime Benge 
countered. 

"Yeah," Raine admitted. "Burt Mossman 
—he's the captain and the organizer of the 
Bangers— heard that three men had been 
mysteriously lyndied at Little Pine, and 
iimt ibe sheriff hadn't made any arrests. 
So he sent me to look into them d^ths. 
Now, what'is tiiis about the three men bein' 
dead before they were hanged, Sime?" 

"It's the truth, Tom!" Benge insisted. "I 
seen the bodies of them three men— Bart 
Murphy, Roy Fleer and Ott Shope. They 
got hung about eight or ten days apart, 
Bart first, Ray seccnid, and Ott last I seen 
each body while it was still danglin' to that 
bull pine on Cemetery Hill, and I sneaked 
into Elmer Grant's undertakin' parlor to 
look at 'em after they was laid out." 

"How had they been killed, if not by hang- 
in', Sime?" Raine wanted to know. 

"A thin cord, or jnebbe a wire had been 
used te 'em to de^h," Beiige «rid 



gravely. "I've sean a feller or two strung 
up in my time, and knowed somethin' was 
wrong somewheres when I seen Bart Murphy 
hangin' from that bull pine. His neck wasn't 
broke, and the rope hadn't cut into his skin 
like it would if he had hsen hung by It" 

"So yuh decided to do a litfle ijQ,ve»tiaa1itB', 
did you?" asked Raine. 

"I seen a thin crease aroimd Murphy's 
skinny neck that no half-inch rope like he 
was hung with could have made," Benge 
informed. "So I slipped into the funeral 
parlor that night for a better look. The mark 
was there, all right, thin and deep. Only 
the skin had been scraped oyer it till it was 
mighty hard to see it Ajid it was the same 
with Roy Fleer and Ott Shope, Tom. They'd 
been choked to death, most likely with a 
piece of wire, then hung after tiiey was 
dead." 

"Yuh knew the three mm who w«re kiU^ 
ed?" Raine asked. 

"I'd knowed 'em a long time." Benge ad- 
mitted, but now there was cauMon in his 

voice. 

THE Ranger's intei-est sharpened, and his 
lips tightened a little as he guessed at 
the significance of Beaige's sudden reserve. 
But the Ranger's hawfciab features showed 
no change of expression. 

"Who did the three men work for, and 
who were their cronies?" he asked quietly. 

"Each one of 'em worked for his ownself," 
Benge told him. "Murphy owned a farm 
out in Watchin' Man Valley, Fleer owned 
a feed store in Little Pine, and Shope rtm a 
blacksnuth shop in town." 

"And somebody choked 'em to death with 
a wire or cord, the way you figger it, eh?" 

"That's the size of it" Sime Benge said 
nervously. "And unless I read the sign 
wrong, Tom, I'm due to be the next gent 
found hangin' to that bull pine on Cemetery 
HiU. Or mebbe a Little Pine merchant by 
the name of Vance Lang will be next. ItTl 
be one of us." 

"Why do yuh think so?" Raine asked 
sharply. 

"Because we're the only two men left 
alive who own Watchin' Man Valley land 
that Eric Kell's Rockin' K cattle don't grazae!" 
Benge said fiercely. "Kell owns ^o^thlrds 
of the valley, and still he ain't satisfied. Hira 
and that skuU-faced Blake Newton he got 
elected sheriff are workin' hand-in-glove to 
wipe out all us small owners in the valley. 
The sneakin' sons got Bart and Roy mi 
Ott, so—" 

"Hold aa a ndavABl" Baitte cat iaita the 
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an^ry flow of wordsl "Yuh say Bart Murphy 
had a farm in Watchin' Man Valley. Did 
the other two men own land there, too?" 

"They shore did!" Sime Benge gritted. 
"j^kI tuikss you help me, Tom, 111 get \«hat 
Aey gotr 

"How do yuh figger I can help yuh?" 
Baine asked. 

"Get the goods on Eric KeU and Blake 
Newton!" Benge said thinly. "YoU jail that 
pair, and my worries are over." 

"So yuh think Eric Kell and the sherifE 
are behind the killin's," Raine said thought- 
fully. "Is that just yore guess, or have yuh 
got proof to back it up, Sime?" 

"Nobody but KeU would have any reason 
for wantin' us small owners in the vaUey out 
of the way," Benge declared, and added 
hurriedly, "TTuhVe dallied here about as 
long as yvh. dare, Tom. I glimpsed a rider 
on the ridge before yuh come al<«ig. I think 
he's still there in a stand of young pine, 
watchin' yuh." 

"Where can I find yxih to hear the rest of 
what's on yore mind?" Raine asked drily. 

"So yuh think Tm ruimin' a sandy on 
yuh, eh?" Benge snorted. "All right, let it 
pass, for now. Lope on into Little Pine, 
fom, and put up at the Cattleman's HoteL 
Anse Bishop who nms the place is my 
friend. He'll tell me which room yuh're in, 
and I'll be there at midnight." 

"Fair enough," Raine agreed "But, Sime, 
rd like to find out how yuh knew a Ranger 
was comin' in here." 

"Shucks, it's an over Little Pine!" <Benge 
retorted. "Sheriff Newton's fit to be tied, and 
swears hell gun any Ranger who comes 
here and tries to make it look like he ain't 
done his job. Watch that fish-eyed son 
when yuh hit town, or — steady, Tom! Act 
natural, but hit that saddle and move on. 
"Pas hellion on the ridge is standin' by a rock 
now, watchin yuh." 

"I don't stampede easy," Raine chuckled. 

"So yuh think I'm lying'!" Benge rapped 
out. "Just glance up the ridge, by that big, 
sharp-topped boulder — and get yore first 
sight of Sheriff Blake Newton!" 

Raine looked along the ridge, and as he 
lifted Ms head a tall, thin man who wore a 
|ed shirt and an almost white Stetson dodged 
hastily behind a sharp-domed boulder. Halne 
went up into Wampmn's saddlOi his green 
eyes hard now. 

"Sorry I doubted yuh, Sime," he said 
grimfy. "Meet me at Uie hotel tonight, and 
. m be glad to hear what else yuh know 
about this killer mbcup." 

"I'll meet yuh if yuh live to get there!" 
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Sime Benge jeered. '"That squinch-eyed 
sheriff knows yuh saw him, or he wouldn't 
have skinned around .ihat rock so fast And 
he's liable to ^ap yvh betweai liie shoulder- 
blades with a bullet before yqh ever see 
Little Pine!" 

CHAPTER n 

Three VMtant 

AVAJO TOM RAINE 
was in Room Eighteen 
fV ^1 ^ Cattleman's hot^ 
I ^ looking out and down on 
I \. Little Pine's broad, clean 
street His green eyes 
I "S * twinkled with amuse- 
ment as they followed 
the stocky figure of the 
man who alreacb' had 
been pointed out to him 
as Vance Lang, hurrying 
along the boardwalk, 
coming toward the hotel. 

Lang had just come from Lang's Mercan- 
tile, the largest and best stocked establish- 
ment of its Ipnd in the town. He was tugging 
a naxrow-brimmed hat down over a dhock 
of thick, graying lutir with an angry gesture, 
and there was anger in his houndng stride, 
too. 

Raine heard iSHm faint bang of double 
screen doors as Lang came into the lobby 
downstairs. Then Lang's feet were on iJie 
stairs, pounding furiously up to the sectmd- 
story hallway, and the next minute he was 
hammering on the Ranger's door. 

"Come in!" Raine called, and stopped 
smiling when the door flew open, then was 
slammed shut behind Vance Lang with a 
violence that shook the room. 

Lang halted on short, thick legs that were 
spread ■wide, shoved his hat to the back of 
his head, and put a clenched fist on eadi hip. 
He stood with head thrust forward above 
blocky shoulders, glaring at Navajo Tom 
Raine out of eyes that were as black and 
shiny as polished onyx. 

"Yuh've been in this town three hours, 
Raine, wanderin' around, like a lost duck 
instead of reportin' to ^!" Lang accused, 
his voice shaking with fury. 

"I stabled my Wampum hoss and looked 
tibe town over," Raine said quietly. "But 
who are you, and what give yuh a notion I 
was supposed to report to yuh?" 

Lang's face turned fiery red as he dropped 
his fists from his hips and strode forward 
But he halted abruptly, warned by sotne- 
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Oaag in tiie face and slowly narro^inng 
green ^es ol Has tall ttaaeer. 

"You know who I am, confound yxih!" 
Lang choked. "I seen yuh cut them green 
eyes at me every time yuh passed my store. 
I even motioned for you to step inside, but — " 
Lang's voice ended on a growling note of 
surprise, as Tom Raine strode forward, one 
long arm shooting out to ao^t^ €ie hat 
from Lang's head. He handed the headgear 
to its owner and motioned toward a chair. 

"Sit down and behave yoreself, or get out 
of here, Lang," he said in a calm voice. 

Lang did not sit down, but the anger 
drsuned out of him as he stared into the cold 
gre^ eyes that wattled him unwinkingly. 

"Yah don't sem to care whether I trfl yuh 
about •fliem ihree lynchin's we had out here 
or not," he said bluntly. "Is that why yuh 
didn't report to me, Raine?" 

"You wrote to Burt Mossman, told him 
three men had been mysteriously lynched 
here at Little Pine, and that yore sheriff, 
Blake Newton, didn't seem to be able to 
handle the case," Raine said quietly. "But 
ytA may as well savvy now as any other 
time that Burt Mossman is the only man I 
ever report to." 

Vance Lang did not get angry again. He 
stuped the Ranger with his shrewd black 
eyes, and presently a faint smile touched 
Mb fiun lips. 

"So it's true, ain't it?" he said. 

"TUThat's true?" demanded Rafne. 

"That you think, act and even look more 
like an Injun than the white man yuh are." 
Lang shrugged. "But I reckon that ain't 
hard to understand. After yore famous dad, 
Marshal Fowler Raine, was bushwhacked 
and killed durin' the bloody Tonto Basin 
rai^e war, yuh lived with the Navajo Injuns 
till ytdi was a grown man." 

"I was only a younker when my father 
was killed," Raine said gravely. "The men 
who bushwhacked him thought he'd told me 
their nam^ before he died. They meant to 
kill me to keep me from talkin', hut I gave 
'em the slip aiul got into the mountains. Td 
have starved to dea& if the Naivi^os hsufb't 
taken me in." 

"That's the way I've heard it." Lang nod- 
ded. "And I hear yuh was still with them 
Injuns, makin' good money as a mustanger 
and hoss raiser, when Burt Mossman asked 
yuh to join the Rangers." 

"Speakin' Captain Mosfflnan remindis 
me that he sent me here to do a job," Raine 
cut in drily. "What can yuh tell me about 
the three killin's?" Raine paced back and 
6xE& wiliie liang tc^his s^texy. 
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VANCE LANG began talking x^pidly, 
telling much &e asme irtlory ^oe Benge 
had told Raine. But hmg made no meDiiop 
of thin, deep grooves ran the necks ef tiie 
tliree victims, nor did he suggest that the 
men had already been dead when left swing- 
ing to the bull pine. 

A cimning look came into his black eyes 
when he explained that all three men had 
owned land in Watching Man Va0%, a few 
miles east of town. Raine nodded, for it was 
a valley he knew welL 

"So there yuh are, Raine!" Vance Lang 
finished with harsh emphasis. "Murphy, 
Fleer and Shope were seized at night, <frug 
up Cemetery Hill, and himg to that big pine 
tree. Me and Sime Benge are the only two 
livin' men, outside of Eric Kell, who own 
land out in the valley. Benge and mell get 
the same thing the other owners did unless 
somethin's done. It's up to you to crack 
down before we do." 

"So yuh think Eric KeJl is behind the 
deaths of those tlu-ee men, do yuh?" Raine 
asked soberly. 

"Who else coold it be?" Lang snapped. 
"Kell and that gunslingin' Blake Newton he 
got elected sheriff are the men yuh want. 
Kell wants all of Watchin' Man Valley, and 
has set out to get tt Wlui more «k> yiih 
want?" 

"Proof," Raine said. "AH you've given 
me, Lai^ is damagin' theory, which is a 
two-edged weapon, and danged dangerous 
to play with." 

Abruptly Raine took two long strides that 
were as soundless as those of a cat. His left 
hand reached out, flipped open the door. 
Vance Lang yelped something in a startied 
voice, but Raine's green eyes were boriog 
into two men who stood on his tfaresiLold. 
One was a burly fellow with craggy, blunt- 
chinned features and hard dark eyes. The 
other was thin, almost as tall as Raine, and 
had cold blue eyes that stared unwinkingly 
out of shadowy sockets. 

Tlae thin man wore a crimson shirt with 
a sheiifFs badge pinned to one breast pocket, 
and held an almost white Stetson in one 
long, bony hand. He stood bent almost 
double, his face on a level with the spot 
where the keyhole had been before Raine 
jerked the door open. 

"I hope yuh feel as-' embarrassed as yuh 
look, Sherifi," Rame chuckled. "Straighten 
up, man, before yuh get a kink in yore back." 

Sieriff Blake Newton snapped erect, his 
bony face as red as the shirt he wore. He 
swallowed and tried to say sometliing, but 
1i» wards seemed to sliek in his tihroat. 
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"Etiit Kell, what do yoa and Blake Newton 
mean by sneakin' up on me and Tom Baine 
fliisaway?" Vance Lang's voice ■was a sharp 
burst of angry sound. 

Eric Kell's craggy face hardened, and 
there was fury in the blade eyes ibat stablKd 
toward Lang. 

"Me and Newton heard Miough to know 
yub was tellin' this Ranger somethin' about 
tis," he said coldly. 

"What Navajo Tom Raine and me talked 
about is our business!" Lang snapped. 

"Tlaine, hanged if I know what to say 
after yuh've caught me snoopin' like this," 
Sherifi Blake Newton declared. His voice 
was amazingly deep-toned, coming from 
sudia thin man. 

"There ain't much yub can say, since this is 
flie second time Pve caught yuh spyin' on 
me today," Raine said bluntly. "Or did yuh 
know I saw yuh on the trail this afternoon?" 

"AH right," the sheriff said sourly. "I was 
spyin' on yuh then, too. And I want to know 
who yuh was talkin' to out there, Raine." 

"Yuh're the only person I saw, Newton," 
the Ranger said, truthfully enou^. 

Sheriff Newton's face wMit so tight Raine 
knew the man was raging angry, but some- 
how he held his temper in check. 

"Somebody spoke to yuh while yuh was 
ridin' along that trail, Raine," he said slowly. 
"I sem yuh jerk to attention, seen yore hands 
go towards gun butts. Then yub relaxeds 
got down and started fiddling with yore 
saddle gear. Mebbe yuh didn't see the feller, 
but he was talkin' to yuh from the brush. 
I know, because I rode down and looked 
the sign over after yuh rode on to town." 

"What in blazes goes on here, anyhow?" 
Vance Lang yapped. "Yuh didn't teU me 
yuh met somebody out on &e ttail today, 
Raine! Who was it?" 

RAINE moved back, let Kell and the tall, 
thin sheriff enter. Then the Ranger 
turned to face all three of the men in the 
ro<nn. ffis eyes were hard and bright, and 
there was a cold look to his mouth as he eyed 
them silently. 

"Kell," he finally said, his voice crisp now. 
"You and Newton are in a sweat to know 
what Vance Lang said about yuh. You, 
Liang, are in a dither to find out what Newton 
knovra about me talkin' to somebot^ before 
I got into town today. So suppose you three 
stay in here and have a friendly visit while 
I go see if I can find out who murdered 
three men in this town, then hung their dead 
bodies to that big pine on Cemetery Hill." 
Raine saw the thunderstruck expressions 
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on the faces of the three ,men before him, 
watehed their eyes widen. He had slipped 
a key from Ms podcef as he spoke. He stuck 
the key in the lock of the door, stepped 
outside, yanked the door shut and turned 
the key in the lock in a single swift motion. 
Voices within the room roared protest, feet 
poimded as the three men charged the door. 
It shuddered as clenched fists and booted 
feet hammered on it. 

"Stand aside!" Eric Kells' voice nmibled. 
"I can blast the lock off this door with one 
shot We've got to get Raine and find out — " 

"Yuh'U find out that bullets can come 
through the door from this side, too, Kell, 
if yuh start shootin'," Navajo Tom Raine 
called sternly. 

He vras grinning as he Uptoed toward 
the stairs. He cotild hear the three trapped 
men cursing furiously, and knew by the 
scraping sound of their boots that they were 
getting hastily away from the door. 

From below came the sound of a heavy 
step, the soft squeaking of the stair treads, 
'niat would be big, fat Anse Bishop, the 
hotel owner, coming up to see what the 
banging and yelling was about. Raine swung 
arotmd, tried two doors before he found one 
that was unoccupied and unlocked. He step- 
ped inside it and closed the door gently just 
as the crown of Bishop's bald bead showed 
above the floor level. 

Raine moved soMy across the room to a 
vtrindow, looked down into a long strip of 
dark shadow that was a narrow passage 
between the hotel and the adjoining building. 
He raised the window cautiously, then lifted 
a heavy rope that was there for use in case of 
fire and was neatly coiled on the floor and 
fastened to a stout iron ring on the wall. 

Raine paid out the rope until it touched 
the ground. Tlien he went over the window 
siU and down the 'strong rope hand over 
hand, sinking swiftly but silently into the 
shadows between the buildings. 

Striking the earth, he stood hstening to the 
sounds of the town — the far-off barking of 
a nervous dog, the call of a woman to a 
yotmgster, the rattle of a wagon in the main 
street. No sounds came from inside the hotd 
that Raine had left, but he figured that by 
this time the proprietor had opened the 
locked room with a pass key. 

"Now for a call on the undertaker," the 
Ranger said to himself softly. 

His st^ss led him toward the main street, 
where few persons were treading the plank 
walks at this hour. Raine didn't want any 
trouble from them. He moved swiftly, his 
alert for danger, but he found none. 
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CHAPTER in 

The Watchitig Man 

AINE did not IlKe the 
attitude of Elmer Grant, 
furniture dealer and 
Lone Pine's one and 
only imder taker. Grant, 
a loose-jointed, gangly 
fellow, sat slouched at a 
battered desk, looking 
up at Raine out of pale 
gray eyes that were set 
too close to a long nose. 

Grant's only greeting 
was that cold, un^nk- 
ing stare. He lifted a bottle of beer, ^ank 
noisily, and put the bottle back do^ on In^ 
desk. 

"All right, Injun!" he said finally. "lUfl^ 
talk or start maHn' signs; What yub want 
in here?" \- 

"You know who I am, Gi^t," l^dne said 
calmly. 

"Well, well!" the undertaker sneered. "So 
ynh think I ought to bow and scrape just 
because yuh strut into my store, do yuh, 
Raine?" 

"I didn't strut when I came, and I'm not 
the kind of hombre who wants people kow- 
towin'," the Ranger replied evenly. "I just 
stepped in, Grant, to give yuh a little advice." 

"When I want advice from you or any 
other man, Raine, IH ask for it!" Grant 
' mapped. "I've got my books to tote up, so 
tmless yuh've got somethin' special on yore 
mind, drag yore freight and leave me be." 

"What I have on my mind is special — and 
official!" Raine said bluntly. 

Elmer Grant sat up with a jerk. His face 
turned red, and the pale eyes stared unwink- 
ingly at the Ranger. 

"Official?" he echoed. "What official busi- 
ness eould yuh have here?" 

"Don't try to leave town!" Raine said 
coldly. 

Grant's mouth twisted in a sneer, but in 
his eyes was a flicker of uneasiness. He 
glanced xmceitainly about the cluttered, 
gloomy furniture store. 

"I've been in this town ten years," he said 
harshly. "What makes yuh think I'd mebbe 
get me a sudden urge to leave?" 

"Well go into that when I get back to 
town," Raine said firnjly. , "I'm goin' out to 
Watdiin' Man Valley' nbw, and have a look 
at some caves me and the Injun boys I grew 
up with used to knowv. While I'm gone, yuh 
better start thinkin' up some way to explain 
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why yuh scraped the skin on the necks of 
three dead men to make it look like they 
died from hangin' instead of bein' choked to 
death by a cord or thin wire, Jj/hich was the 
case." 

Stark terror burned in Elmer Grant's eyes, 
and from his pallid lips came strange, whin- 
ing sounds. Raine walked calmly away, but 
watched the man over one shoulder. 

"Wait, yuh long-haired buzzard!" Grant'is 
voice was a husky whisper. 

But Raine paid no attention, but went on 
outside with a quick stride. He kept moving 
rapidly until he was past the fumture store 
windows. 

"Phew!" he whistled then. He had a 
notion he'd had a narrow squeak. 

A few minutes later the Ranger climbed 
over the fence of the corral behind the livery 
barn where he had left Wampum. He let 
himself in a rear door and was inside i3ie 
barn, talking quietly to his big roan before 
Joe Seely, the stubby, shifty-eyed bam 
owner, spotted him. 

"Hey, get away from that boss!" Seely 
yapped. 

He skidded to a halt on run-over boot 
heels, screwed his face into a fierce secwvl, 
and looked Raine up and down out of blood- 
shot eyes that had a mean glint in them. 

"Yuh ain't takin' that hoss OUt of here, 
Raine!" he said sharply. 

Raine finished cinching the saddle on 
Wampum, then stepped out of the stall. 

"I paid in advance when I left Wampum 
here, Seely," he said levelly. "Why can't I 
take him out?" 

"Orders!" Seely leered. 

"Orders?" Raine echoed. "Whose orders, 
Seely?" 

"Quit givin' me lip!" the bam man snap- 
ped. "Peel the gear off that nag, and put it 
back where yuh got it. Badge man or no 
badge man, yuh ain't runnin' over me,*Saine. 
I got orders to — Hey, let go of me!" 

His voice ended on a high howl of alarm, 
for Raine's right arm had shot out, his hand 
seizing a greasy shirt front Raine began 
shaking the scrawny, cursing man furiously. 
Buttons flew and doth ripped, but Raine 
did not let up until Joe Seeley's head rolled 
loosely above his blocky should^s. 

"Who gave yuh orders to keep me from 
takin' my hoss?" Raine demanded. 

"Sheriff Newton, that's who!" Seely gulp- 
ed. 
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AiNE shoved him away, then turned to 
the stall and led Wampum out 
"Find Newton, and tell him I took my 
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hflSS," he told Sed.y quietly. "Tell him I'm 
ridin' out to Watito' Man Valley, hut that 
in be haxk by dark or a little after." 
He SMmng up into saddle and l(^d away, 

chuckling a little at Joe Seely's shriU cursing. 

Raiae swung into the wagon road outside 
of town, and turned his attention to the tall, 
wooded lidges that marched away ahead 
of bim. He let Wampum travel ^t an easy 
gait, so it took the better part of an hour to 
bring him to the rim of Watching Man Val- 
ley. He reined Wampum to a stop on the 
valley rim, looking down the road that an- 
gled along a long, gentle slope. 

The road split near the center of the valley, 
the right-hand branch, c5! Raine knew, lead- 
ing down the valley to Eric Kell's big Rock- 
ing K Bandu The left-hand fork turned 
up-vaUey. Raine's sweeping gaze followed 
it He could see three of the five small places 
that occupied the upper third of the fertile 
valley, and knew by the fenced green fields 
lying about one of the places that it was the 
fann Bart Murphy had owned. 

Raine's gaze went on up and across the 
valley, touching the towering spire of stone 
near the valley's head that erosion had 
carved to roughly resemble the figm'e of a 
mammoth man. He touched Wampum gent- 
ly with spurs ,and swung north, along the 
valley rim instead of riding on down the 
road. 

Within twenty mtoutes he had located the 
other two of the five iaaall places. One of 
them was located almost at the base of 
Watching Man. 

Raine quit the rim then and went down 
across the valley, his sharp eyes alert as he 
appwadbed the base of the promontory 
above which Watching Man towered in ma- 
jestic silence. The Ranger's attention was on 
the cluster of small, pworly kept buildings 
that marred the otherwise splendid scenery. 
A mail-box nailed to a crooked post had 
"Vance Lang" lettered in black. 

Raine rode into the ysaed and hailed the 
house, but the only answer he got was the 
shrill whinnying of two horses in a little cor- 
ral behind the ranchhouse. 

Raine rode past the corral and on toward 
the steep, brushy slope that lifted up to the 
rim-rock above, studying the surrounding 
country attentively. He dismoxuited in a 
stand of tall young pme a half-mile from 
Lang's corral, dug a pair of Indian moccasins 
from a saddle-pocket, exchanged his boots 
for them, and toiled up the rough, steep 
slope afoot, studying the groimd he cov«red 
with the utmost care. 

1$flthia half an hour his fhirt.was clinging 



wetly to his powerful shoulders, and his 
breath came in whistling gulps. But the 
Barker had found what he hoped to find — 
a narrow trail that had been ait through tiie 
tough brush. Raine's eyes gleamed with sat- 
isfaction as he turned into the trail — more 
like a tunnel, since only the lower branches 
had been chopE>ed away to make a passage 
through the heavy thickets. 

"Darned clever!" he panted. "Anybody 
lookin' down from the rim-ro(^ or up from 
the valley floor, would never know there was 
a traU here." 

He began struggUng up the trail, bent al- 
most double, even dropping to hands and 
knees at times. He was nearing the base of 
the towering stone bluff that ran straight up 
to where the Watching Man stood guard, 
when he heard a stone fall. 

Raine froze instantly, trying to hold in his 
laboring breath, but with little success. He 
heard the stone come tick-tick-tick down 
the bluff, to land in the brt^ sonaewhiere 
ahead of him. 

It had been a small stone, such as the foot 
of a careless or hurryiag timber mi^t dis- 
lodge from a steep trait. And there was a 
trail of sorts going up that sheer bluS — a 
narrow shelflike ledge that slanted steeply 
up and across the face of tiie bluff. As a boy 
Raine had traversed that sbeep and danger- 
ous path, ^d knew that someoae couM be 
coming down frofia iSm tto^toek. 

He tried to get a clear view without ex- 
posing himself, but the best he could get 
was a brief ghmpse of the bluff, rearing 
above him, fwcked by cave openings that 
seemed to look back at him like sightlem 
eye& Most of those caves were small and 
shallow, yet th^ were a few which wore 
large oiou^ for a man to crawl into. 

ONE, near the top of the ledge trail, was 
wide enough for a man to walk into, 
and was the first of a series of vaulted cham- 
bers that reached two hundred feet ot more 
into Ihe stone. Raine wanted to seardi that 
big cave thoroughly, for he had a huncb that 
in the cave was the answer to why Bart 
Murphy, Roy Fleer and Ott Shope had been 
killed. 

Had someone guessed that he had seen 
throu^ the sonoke screen so cleverly thrown 
around those Ihree miirders? Had that snudl 
stone been dislodged by the scurrying feet 

of a man who had ab-eady committed three 
cold-blooded kUlings, and was in a hurry to 
commit another? 

Raine sat there in the tunnel that had been 
hacked through the thick brufii, every sense 
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alert The towering bluff was, he knew, 
swarming with rock sqioirrels. They scurried 
over the ledges and along the crevices by the 
score, and it was possible that one of them 
had dislodged tiiat stone he had heard come 
tumbling down. Tfaat explanation did not 
exactly satisfy him. He had waited all of 
ten minutes, then grimly resolved to waste 
no more time. 

He went on along the man-made ti ail, but 
with such dciH that no sound could have 
betrayed him* to the keenest ears. When he 
came to the trail's end he stretched flat along 
the stony earth, waiting imtil Us breathing 
became easier. 

His sharp eyes studied the cliff keenly, fol- 
lowing the ledge trail that started upward 
only a few paces from where he lay. And 
Navajo Tom Raine knew now that a man's 
Imrrying feet had loosened that stone he had 
heard falling. 

Nowhere along ^e face of tiie bluff was 
there a rock sq^rrel to be seen. They had 
taken to their holes, which meant that a man 
or men had come within range of their sharp, 
bright eyes. And boiling out in a wheeling 
cloud above the rim-rock, Raine saw bats 
fluttering dazedly about in the sunlight 

Someone had gone into that big cave. The 
bats coming out before the sun was down 
proved that. But how many had gone into 
the cave? Raine wished he knew. 

"But there's a way to find out!" he mused 
grimly. "If I go up Uiat trail wlftiout too 
nmdi fuss^" 

Easing his body out from beneath the 
screening bushes, he stood up, eyes hard and 
alert, hands dropping to ease the turquoise- 
butted gans in their holsters. Then Raine 
was moving, silent as a shadow, his moccasins 
making no sound as he ste^cd upon the 
shdtf of stone that swung its narrow way to 
the rim-rock high above. 

He moved more easily now, for the spiral- 
ing trail would not bring him Within view of 
anyone watching from the mouth of the big 
cave until he was within a hundred feet of 
it But nevertheless he kept his eyes on the 
ledge ahead, and his hands within easy reach 
oi gun-butts. 

A cave mouth loomed darkly on his right, 
but Raine barely glanced at it, remembering 
that it reached only a dozen feet or so back 
into the bluff. He was looking at a narrow 
strip of trail just beyond the shallow cave, 
wbere part of the stone shelf had fallen away 
he had seen it last It was still passable, 
but Baine realized iOt^t he would have to do 
some cardful stepping to keep from falling. 

He i^owed down as he reached the narrow 
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place, leaning close to the bluff. A quick 
glance showed boulders and stout bushes be- 
low the narrow spot Then behind him sud- 
denly came the whispery rasp of leather DU 
stone, the hard gust of straini% breath! 

Raine backed off the narrow bit of trail 
with more speed than safety dictated, his 
hands ready to slap against six-shooter 
grips once he reached better footing. But ■ 
he had only started to turn when something 
slammed against the base of his skull with a 
force that blinded him, robbed his body of 
strength. He feK hands clutch him, felt his 
ankles kicked savagely from under him. 

Rair-j struck the ledge on his stomadi, and 
a man's weight came down heavily, pinning 
him with a knee that ground punishingly in- 
to the small of his back. Raine heard a gut- 
tural laugh, felt a hot blast of breath on his . 
cheek as his attadker bent above Mia. 

THE Ranger tried to move, tried to free 
the guns he still gripped, but a fist 
smashed against the side of his head, sent his 
brain reeling toward obhvion. Then some- 
thing cool and thin touched his throat, circled 
his neck, and lay quivering against his flesh. 
Before ^e cool, thin thing bit in, became a 
band of raw blaze reaching into every fiber 
of him, Raine knew that the thing was a wire 
slip-noose, the sort of weapon ibat had taken 
the hves of Bart Murphy, Roy Flew amd 
Ott Shope! 

Instinctively the Ranger's hands flashed up, 
fingers clawing for the wi^e. But he was too 
late. The man on his back yanked fiercely, 
" and the wire bit with all its murderous might 
Raine's breath was cut trff, and as pain and 
strangulation pushed his already shock- 
numbed mind closer to the brink of oblivion, 
he<3cnew that he had but one slim hope of 
escape left 

And while the one feeble spark of reason 
was still alive in his tortured being, he 
whipped all of his fading strength into one 
single, arching motion of his body, flinging 
himself deliberately toward the edge of the 
stone shelf! 

Faintly, as if the man were far away, Raine 
heard his attacker curse savagely. The wire 
bit with savagery into the Ranger's throat, 
but that one Itirch had been sufficient Raine 
felt the edge of the stone shelf slip beneath^ 
his shoulders, heard the man who had tried 
to kill him yeU in rage or dismay. 

Then the Ranger was hurtling out into 
space, the wire loosening about his throat 
But below, jagged boulders beneath? the stout 
bushes were wait^g Uke bared fangs to finish 
wl^t ibe kiMer had begun. 
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Proof of a Prophmey 

/ V HERE was somethtajg 

^ 1 eerie in the way the 

I I sco re or more of men 
I just stood there beneath 
■t^VU the big bull pine mi the 
brow of Cemetery Hill. 
They stood without 
mo,ving and without 
speaking, the yellow 
light from the half-doz- 
en lanterns on the 
ground touching their 
chins and throats, but 
leaving their cheeks and eyes in shadow be- 
cause each man's head was tilted back. Their 
eyes stared up at a smaU, wiry figure that 
dangled limply above them. 

Tts hanged man's hands had been tied be- 
hind his back, and a thin rope knotted tight- 
ly about his booted ankles. The body swayed 
gently in the night breeze. And Navajo Tom 
Raine, seeing the narrow face and hooked 
nose, knew that Sime Benge would never 
ride the outlaw trails again. 

Kahie halted out in the fringe of shadows, 
his hard eyes dr<^plag £rom Sime Beaige's 
dead face to study the men who w«re look- 
ing up at the corpse. Sheriff Newton and big 
Eric Kell were there. And Anse Bishop was 
standing between Vance Lang and Eimer 
Grant, the tmdertaker. 

Finally someone in the crowd moved, said 
etoQieihing in a low, awed tone. Other men 
shifted then, and the tilted heads came down. 

"All right," the sheriff said harshly. "We 
ain't doin' him any good just standin' and 
lookrn'. We may as well cut him down, I 
reckon. But at least I got to see &is one 
before he was cut down." 

"He must have fought that noose pretty 
hard. Sheriff, judgin' from the way his neck 
is ^nned," Elmer Grant said. 

"Of course he did!" the sherift snorted. 
"The poor devil's neck ain't broke, or his 
head'd be saggin' different. Them other three 
didn't have their necks broke either, and I 
remember their necks was scraped pretty 
bad, too. OS jK>urse they'd already been cut 
down itom ^ds dumed tree and lu^ed to 
your funeral parlor b^ore I got a look at 
'em. But I do remember them skinned necks, 
Grant" 

"Yuh're still sore because somebody didn't 
Tide all the way out to Kell's Rockin' K and 
. fetch yah in to view th«n other three, New- 
ton," Anse Bis^p ^d. "As coroner, Z or- 
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dered them bodies cut down, which was 
legal. I didn't send tta yuh because I didn't 
see any sense in it There wasn't a thing yuh 
could do. If yuh want to be in on what tak@s 
place here, why don't yvh hve in tavm hi-' 
stead of out at Kell's ranch?" 

Anse ^shop's voice was soft-toned, and 
his moon-face looked friendly enough, but 
Navajo Tom Raine wished he co\dd see the 
expression in Bishop's hooded, dark eyes. 

"Squabblin' won't get us anywheres!" 
Vance Lang barked. "Let's get Be^^'s body 
cut down." 

The merchant seemed tense and jumpy, 
and Raine saw that the man was scowling, 
his black eyes flashing nervous glancTes at big 
Elric Kell and the sheriff. 

"I can beat goin' after a ladder to get him 
down," a bow-legged httle cowhand declared. 

He hurried out of the circle of lantern 
light, and presently Raine heard a horse 
saort, and heard the squeak of saddle leather 
as the pimcher mounted. Then Bow-legs was 
back in the lantern light, riding a big straw- 
berry roan beneath the tree. The roan 
snorted and shied at sight of the hanged man, 
but willing hands laid hold of bit rings, and 
the horse was forced beneath the swin^i^ 
corpse. 

The cowboy stood up <m the saddle, lantecs 
hght shone on a naked blade in his hand, 
then Sime Benge's corpse was being eased to 
the ground. The cowboy rode out of the 
lantern light, and the crowd watched in 
silence while the sheriff and big Eric Kdl 
knelt beside the body. 

"HU neck ain't broke!" KeD's voice 
rumbled. "Anybody that'd swing a man up 
and let him just choke to death deserves a 
dose of the same, if yuh ask me." 

Raine was coming into the lantern Ught 
now, and there was a medley of excited 
voices and stamping feet as men got hastUy 
out ol his way. Raine had hoped to watch 
the reactions of c^iain men to his sudden 
appearance, but there was too much milling 
aroimd, too many voices muttering startled 
exclamations for Raine to keep tabs on any 
one person. 

HE HALTED well within the drde of 
hght, a ragged, blood-smeared appari» 
tion with a Moody white doth wrapped 
around his hatless head. 

Dried blood, looking as black as smears 
o£ tar in the lantern Ught, streaked the Rang- 
er's face. And aroimd his lean throat was 
a swollen ridge, red and eingry-looking 
against his ~brown skin. Raine's eyes were 
like poli^ied jad^bright,. hard, .cold." He 
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looked slowly from face to bug-eyed face, 
and his scratched, blood-caked hands were 
only inches from the turquoise butts of his 
guns. 

"Wh-what happened to you?" Vance 
Lang's voice rose, thin-edged and jumpy. 

Raine's eyes fastened on Lang's face as the 
merchant peered at him from the outer edge 
of the lantern light. 

"Some hombre jumped me from behind, 
laiocked me cold, and tried to twist a wire 
around my neck," the Ranger said flatly. 
"He got the wire puQed tight, and I wouldn't 
be here to tell it If I hadn't rolled over tlie 
edge of a cliff trail. I got skinned up some, 
but that don't matter. What makes me mad 
is that I never did get a look at the gent." 

"That wire shore marked your neck, all 
right," Eric Kell declared. "And yuh must 
have been plumb on top of Watchin' Man's 
head when yuh feU, from the looks of yuh." 

"I wasn't quite that high up, but I was 
out there," Raine said gravely. "How'd you 
know that's where I was, Kell?" 
The big ranchman's face slowly crimsoned. 
"Me and my big mouth!" he groaned. "So 
help me, Raine, I just mentioned Watchin' 
Man because that's the highest point for 
miles around. I reckon I was just tryin' to 
joke, which wasn't smart, seein' yuh're hurt. 
But honest, Raine — Hey, where'd yuh get 
that?" Kell's voice ended on a smothered 
yell of surprise. 

Raine had stepped forward, pulling a piece 
of black-and-white-checked cloth from his 
hip pocket. It was the pocket from a man's 
shirt, and big Eric Kell's craggy face slowly 
turned from red to white as he looked down 
at his own black-and-white-checked shirt, 
the material identical with that of the piece 
Raine held. And on Kell's shirt a bright 
spot, outlined by torn stitches, showed where 
a pocket had recently been ripped away. 

"Raine, I didn't have nothin' to do with 
what happened to you!" Kell declared, after 
a long, charged silence. 

"We'll go into that later," Raine told him 
quietly. 

He turaed, finding Vance Lfing, who had 
moved in closer. The undertSer and Anse 
Bishop had been talking with Lang in low 
tones, but watching Raine and Kell. Their 
whispering broke off abruptly when Raine 
glanced at them. 

"Lang, lay hold of Sime Benge's shoul- 
ders," Raine said crisply. "You, Bishop, get 
Benge's feet untied. Get hold of one of his 
legs, and Grant can get the other. Three of 
yuh can lug him down to the funeral parlor, 
easy." 



"Nothin' doing^!*' Lang began. "I ain't 
touchin' him I" 

"Shut up, and do what yuh're told!" Raine 
barked savagely. "I'll bring up the rear, with 
Ken and Sher^ Newton." 

Bishop and CJrant were muttering darkly, 
but stopped abruptly when Lang said some- 
thing to them in a low tone. The three of 
tliem Ufted Sime Benge's light body up, and 
the eerie procession followed two bobbing 
lanterns down the hiU. 

Raine motioned for Eric Kell and Sheriff 
Newton to go ahead of him, and the big 
ranchman turned slowly. Sheriff Newton's 
sunken eyes burned into Raine's, and for a 
moment the bony hands of the sheriff quiv- 
ered above gun butts. But he turned finally 
and fell in step with Kell, and Navajo Tom 
Raine heaved a sigh of relief. 

WHEN they were finally in the square, 
grim room at the back of Elmer 
Grant's furniture store, Raine saw that Kell 
was drawn and white, but far from being 
cowed. Grant had lighted two big wall lamps, 
and the scrawny body of Sime Benge was 
stretched out on a table. 

"Bar that back door, Bishop, before the 
crowd out there gets in," Raine directed. 

"Bar it yoreself, after I go out," the moon- 
faced hotel man said in his soft, whispery 
voice. "Speakin' of bars reminds me I need 
a drink." 

"Do what yuh're told, and no cussed fool- 
ishness!" Raine cut in angrily. "And you, 
Grant, quit looldn' at that corpse like you 
wanted to laugh!" 

Bishop and Grant both whirled on Raine, 
swearing, and wanting to know who he 
thought he was. 

"Shut up, both of yuh!" Vance Lang 
barked at them, and a keen sparkle shone in 
Raine's eyes when both men obeyed quickly. 

Bishop barred the back door, and Grant 
turned his back on the corpse. 

"Raine, I may as well tell you about that 
shirt pocket now, although I know yuh'U 
never believe me," Eric KeU said. 

There was a moment of silence in the room. 

The Ranger sensed that this was an im- 
portant moment for the men. Some deal had 
been rigged up between them — or between 
some of them. And now they intended to pull 
it off. Rather, to pull the wool over Raine's 
eyes. 

The Ranger stepped back, his face impas- 
sive. He always was a good listener, and he 
never was a better one than at this moment. 

"Go ahead," he told Kell. "I might even 
believe you at that." 
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looked slowly from face to bug-eyed i&ee, 
and his scratched, blood-caked hands were 
only inches from Ifae tuzqui^se Imtts of ^ 

guns. 

"Wh-what happened to you?" Vance 
Lang's voice rose, thin-edged and jumpy. 

Bsdne's eyes fastened on Lang's face as Ihe 
merdiabt peered at him &otn the out^ edge 
of the lantern Hght. 

"Some hombre jumped me from behind, 
knocked me cold, and tried to twist a wire 
aroimd my neck," the Ranger said flatly. 
"He got the wire pulled tight, and I wouldn't 
be here to tell it if I hadn't rolled over the 
edge of a cliff ixtoL I got skinned up some, 
but that don't matter. What makes me mad 
is that I never did get a look at the gent." 

"That wire shore marked your neck, all 
right," Eric Kell declared. "And yuh must 
have been plumb on top of Watchin' Man's 
head when yuh fell, from the looks of yuh." 

"I wasn't quite that high up, but I was 
ottt ttiere," Raine said gravely. "How'd you 
know that's where I was, Kell?" 

The big ranchman's face slowly crimsoned. 

"Me and my big mouth!" he groaned. "So 
help me, Raine, I just mentioned Watchin' 
Man because that's the highest point for 
miles around. I reckon I was just tryin' to 
joke, which wasn't smart, seein' yuh're hurt. 
But honest, Raine — Hey, where'd yuh get 
ihat?" Kell's voice ended on a smothered 
yell of surprise. 

Raine had stepped forward, pulling a piece 
of black-and-white-checked cloth from his 
hip pocket. It was the pocket from a man's 
sidrt, and big Eric KdO^s era^y face slowly 
turned from red to white as he looked down 
at his own black-and-white- checked shirt, 
the material identical with that of the pie*« 
Raine held. And on Kell's shirt a bright 
spot, outlined by torn stitches, showed where 
a pocket had recently been ripped away. 

"Raine, I didn't have nothin' to do with 
what happened to you!" Kell dedared, after 
a long, charged silence. 

"We'll go into that later," Raine told Mm 
quietly. 

He turned, finding Vance Ijfeng, who had 
moved in closer. The undert^|er and Anse 
Bii&op had been talking with Lang in low 
tones, but watching Raine and Kell. Their 
whispering broke off abruptly when Raine 
glanced at them. 

"Lang, lay hold of Sime Benge's shoul- 
ders," Raine said crisply. "You, Bishop, get 
Benge's feet untied. Get hold of one of his 
legs, and Grant can get the other. Three of 
yxih can lug him down to the funeral i>arlor, 



"Notiiin' dLpSjKmag b^an. "I «int 
touching him^^^^B' 

"Shut up,1^HPwhat yuh're told!" Raine 
barked savage^^I^ bring up the rear, with 
Ken and SherjjjNewton." 

Bishop and Grant were muttering darkly, 
but stopped abruptly when Lang said some- 
thing to them in a low tone. The three of 
them lifted Sime Benge's light body up, and 
the eerie procession followed two bobbing 
lanterns down the hiU. 

Raine motioned for Eric Kell and Sheriff 
Newton to go ahead of him, and the big 
raiw&nan turned slowly. Sheriff Newton's 
sunkm eyes burned into Raine's, and for a 
moment the bony hands of the sheriff quiv- 
ered above gun butts. But he turned finally 
and fell in step with Kell, and Navajo Tom 
Raine heaved a sigh of r^^. 

HEN they were finally in the square, 
grim room at the back of Elmer 
Grant's furniture store, Raine saw that Kell 
was drawn and white, but far from being 
cowed. Grant had Ughted two big wall lamps, 
and the scrawny body of Sime Benge was 
stretched out on a table. 

"Bar that back door, Bishop, before the 
crowd out there gets in," Raine directed. 

"Bar it yoreself, after I go out," &e moon- 
faced hotel man said in his soft, whispery 
voice. "Speakin' of bars reminds me I need 
a drink." 

"Do what yuh're told, and no cussed fool- 
ishness!" Raine cut in angrily. "And you. 
Grant, quit lookin' at that corpse like you 
wanted to laugh!" 

Bishop and Grant both whirled on Raine, 
swearing, and wanting to know who he 
thought he was. 

"Shut up, both of yuh!" Vance Lang 
barked at them, and a keen sparkle shone in 
Raine's eyes when both men obeyed quickly. 

Bishop barred the bade door, and Grant 
turned his back on the corpse. 

"Raine, I may as well tell you about ihat 
shirt pocket now, although I know jruhll 
never believe me," Eric Kell said. 

There was a moment of silence in the room. 

The Ranger sensed that this was an im- 
portant moment for the men. Some deal had 
been rigged up between them — or between 
some of them. And now Ihey intended to puU 
it off. Rather, to pull Ihe wool over Raine's 
eyes. 

The Ranger stepped back, his face impas- 
sive. He always was a good listener, and he 
never was a better one than at this moment 

"Go ahead," he told KelL "I might ev&i 
believe you at that" 
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CHAPT3ER V 
Lobo Loot 

jnrANCE LANG had been 
\ \ // grinning faintly as he 
\ \// listened to what Kell 
\ V# was protesting to be the 
^ \j f. truth. Raine gave him a 
■ steady look, then looked 
back at Kelt, nodding his 
bandaged head slowly. 

"All right," he said to 
Kell evenly. "TeU me 
about it. But first, let 
me make a guess. I see a 
bruise on yore jaw, and 
notice yuh're wearia' yore hat tilted to the 
li^t, keepin' it off of what looks like a lump 
above yore left ear. So my guess, Kell, is 
that some gent caught yuh off guard, batted 
yuh to sleep, ripped that pocket oft yore 
shirt, then left yuh to wake up and wonder 
what in thunder it was all about. Am I 
right?" 

"Yuh're so right Tm a gone gosUn'," KleU 
groaned. '"Riat's exactly what did happen to 

me — ^when I was down at the bam right 
after dark, lookin' after my boss. But since 
it was so easy for yuh to guess, yiih'll think 
I just made up a tale to keep out of trouble. 
Where'd yuh find the durned shirt pocket? 
Hung oil a bush where yuh couldn't help 
seein' it when yuh picked yourself up after 
fallin' over the cliff trail?" 

"I found yore shirt pocket in my room at 
Bishop's hotel," Raine said quietly." 

"In yore roc»n?" KeU echoed blankly. 

"By golly, Eric, mebbe yuh tore it off this 
afternoon after Raine locked us in there," 
SFieriff Newton said hopefully. 

"Nope." Kell shook his head doggedly. 
"That's the pocket I always carry my smokin' 
tobacco and cigarette papers in. I rolled and 
smoked three-four cigarettes this afternoon, 
and the pocket was there until that cusS 
hiSed me, at the bam." 

"OS course^ Kell, yuli could have got that 
bruised jaw and the knot on yore head in a 
fi^t," Raine said drUy. "And there shM-e 
has been a fight up in my room. Or did you 
gents upset things that way before yuh got 
out this afternoon?" 

"We didn't muss yore room up none!" the 
sheriff snapped. "Anse Bishop come \tp and 
turned us out." 

"What was the idea iii tellin' Joe Seely I 
wasn't to have my boss?" Raine asked. 

"That fool!" the sheriff snorted. "AU I 
toM the knot-head was to send yuh down to 
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see me before yuh pulled out anywheres. 
But what's this about somebody havin' a 
fi^xt up in yore rotMn, Raine?" 

"Sime Benge was killed in my room to- 
night!" Raine said coldly. 

"What?" Eric Kell and the sheriff cried in 
the same breath. 

"Wait, Rame!" Vance Lang barked. "Yuh 
found Kell's shirt pocket in yore room, and 
the room shows there's been a fight there. 
Beage was hung to that pine on Cemetery 
Hill, so he wasn't killed in yore room. But 
mebbe he was caught there, then drug off to 
that pine where he was strung up." 

"Shore — that's the way the killer wanted 
it to look," Raine agreed soberly. "But Sime 
^enge didn't die frmn han^'. Neither did 
■• the other three men who were found swingin' 
from that old pine die from hangin'." 

"Did that fall yuh got addle yore wits?" 
Sheriff Newton snapped. "Bart Murphy, Roy 
Fleer and Ott Shope shore as blazes did die 
from hangin'. So did Sime Benge, and if 
yuh'll take a look at that rope hum on his 
neck y<Hider yujb'll quit arguin' about it." 

"You take a look at that rope burn on 
Benge's neck, Newton," Raine said gravely. 
"You look too, KeU. And if you two don't 
see the mistake Benge's killer made inside 
of a couple of seconds, then yuh ought to 
give up ever hopin' to tell a calf from a 
coyote the rest <^ yore lives." 

Raine glanced at Vance Lang, wiio was re- 
garding him out of thoughtfully puckered 
eyes. Anse Bishop was scowling, looking 
tensely at Lang. EHmer Grant fidgeted, mak- 
ing sniffling sounds as he watched E^c Kell 
and Sheriff Newton peei( toward the corpse. 

"So help me, Raine, I can't see anyt^ng 
but just a rope bum around Stage's nedc,*' 
the sheriff said finally. 

"Me, neither," Kell admitted. "That bum 
around Benge's neck is all I see, and that 
shore looks to me like he hung in a noose 
and fought till the lite was choked out of 
him." 

"Yuh've both said it, but can't see it," 
Raine snorted. 

"Said what?" the sheriff asked testily. 

"Yuh both said the bum is oround Benge's 
neck," Raine reminded. 

"WeU, it is," Newton snapped, "Hjem 
other three who got hung to that pine tree 
had the sam^ kind of rope bums around 
their nedks, too." 

"Shore," Raine said with 4cnv empha^. 
"All four men had rope bin^ r^ht arotmd 
the middle of their necks! But a man who 
fought a noose till it choked him to death 
would be burned high on ^tis neck and up 
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xinder the javHTones. And you two ougjbt fe> 

know it!" 

"By glory, Eric, Balne & ri#rB" ike sbsrffl 
cried. 

"Now go take a dose look at that bum 
aroiuid Sims Beoge's neck!" Baine said cold- 
ly. "YuhH find it ain't a bum, but was done 
by scrapin' the skin with somethin' sharp. 
And yuhH also find that that scrapin' was 
done to hide a mark like the one yuh see 
around my neck — ^the mark of a thin wire 
that was jerked around Sime Benge's neck 
and kept good and tight till he died!" 

ERIC KT?T -T. and the sheriff rushed 
toward the corpse, talking excitedly. 
But Raine was not watching them. When he 
had finished speaking, he had raised, his 
gleaming glance to Elmer Grant. 

The sharp-nosed undertaker tried to glare, 
but suddetdy his nerve cracked, and a cry 
that was more like the ay of a beast than 
that of a man, beat against tiie walls of the 
room as Elmer Grant plunged toward the 
barred back door, one skinny hand yanking 
a gun from inside his shirt. 

Navajo Tom Raine took three running 
steps, and all his weight and power were be- 
hind the fist tibat crashed agafaist Grant's 
pointed chin. The undertaker turned a com- 
plete flip and came down like a wet sack, 
the gim in his hand skidding across the hard 
floor. 

But Raine did not stop to watch Grant, for 
a gun roared at his right, and he felt the 
bum of the bullet across his side as he spun 
on inoccasined feet, his own turquoise-butted 
weapons out and thundering into the echoes 
of the other weapon. Over against the wall, 
big Anse Bishop dropped a smoking gun, 
clapped both pudgy hands to has fat middle, 
and made little whimpering sounds as he 
sagged slowly down, dying. 

Ratae winced when another bullet took 
skin from his already blood-sneared face, 
' but his hands were steady as he threw two 
quick shots at Vance Lang. 

Lang's voice lifted in a high, thin yell when 
his smoking gun fell from numbed fingers. 
The merchant's right arm was broken half- 
way between wrist and elbow, but he 
^pped to the floor, cursing savagely as he 
grabbed the gun up in his left hand. But 
Raine was beside him, slashing down with 
still smoking Colt before Lang could palm 
the dropped Colt in his left hand and fire. 
The Ranger's chopping six-shooter thudded 
itito Lang's skull, an^ the merdiant stretched 
out, senseless, but still alive. 

B^ne stood up, pulled a deep brea^ into 
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his lungs, and glanced at Sric Kell and Shies- 
ifif Blake Newton. They stood gaping at hfan, 
thin eyes as roxmd as marbles. Raine re- 
loaded his gims, dropped them into holsters, 
and sleeved blood from fais cut and battered 
face. 

"Thanks, boys, for the help," he said drily. 
"What the blue blazes, Raine!" KeE 
gulped. "What got into thCTn three, any- 
how?" 

"It's a long story, and I'm too blamed tired 
and stove up to go into it right now." Raine 
sighed. "Just jail Vance Lang and that Grant 
lobo where they can't see or talk with each 
other, tiben jJay one against the other. 
Grant's weak, so make him think Lang is ac- 
cusin' him of killin* Bart Murphy, Roy Fleer, 
Ott Shope before and Sime Benge tonight. 
If yuh make Grant believe Lang is laj^' the , 
killin's on him, hell talk." 

"Lang killed them four?" the sheriff asked 
sharply. 

"Shore," Raine nodded. "All of 'em 
thou^t Lang was their friend, so he could 
catch 'em off guard easy. He choked tiie 
four men to death with a wire noose, then 
hvmg 'em to that bull pine. Elmer Grant 
scraped the skin aroimd the necks of the 
first three to hide the wire marks after they 
were cut down. But Sime Benge got hep to 
that, and told me about it." 

"So it was Benge talkin' to yuliSout there 
on the trail!" The sheriff said as he frowned. 
"But go on, Raine. Why would Vance Lang 
want to kill them four?" 

"Did yuh know that aU four of the men 
who were killed once rode in Ike Sisco's lobo 
pack?" Raine asked. 

1 did." Blake Newttm nodded. "Or at 
least, Raine, I was pretty i^ore th^ had. 
But what's that , got to do with their b^' 
killed by that mouthy Lang buzzard?" 

"Did yuh hat>pen to know Ike Sisco?" 
Raine asked soberly. 

"Know him!" Newton snorted. "Him and 
me hunted wild bosses together before he 
turned bad. He was a big, loud-mouthed 
towhead, swaggerin' and codsy as long as 
things went his way, but yeller as a mongrel 
dog when he got into a ti^t. I never have 
been able to figger where Ike Sisco dug up 
the brains and the nerve to get to be one of 
■flie sli(^»st bandits this country ever knew." 

"Ike Sisco never btxsaed the lobo legion 
he's supposed to have bossed," Raine said 
flatly. "He was only a figgerhead, a big- 
mouthed, two-for-a-nickel four-flusher who 
didn't have any better sense than to let the 
brains behind that gang talk him into posin' 
as Has l^ider." 
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SHERIFF NEWTON looked toward the 
stocky, grizzled man Lone Pine had 
known as a successful merchant. 
"Lang?" he said shai-ply. 
"Lang." Raine nodded. "There's yore real 
leader of the Ike Sisco gang, Newton." 

"But why would Lang turn on his own 
men?" Eric Kell asked heavily. 

"When the Rangers killed Ike Sisco, Vance 
Lang knew that his days of banditry were 
over," Raine said calmly. "He didn't dare 
operate any more, and he didn't want to 
s^t up the rich cache with his remainin' 
men, so — " 

"I've heard them wild yarns about the Ike 
Sisco gang cachin' every dollar they ever 
took in!" the sheriFE homed in. "You don't 
believe no such tale, do yuh, Raine?" 
Raine nodded. 

"The serial numbers on the bills in at least 
two money shipments that bunch stole are 
known, yet none of the money has ever 
shown up. Add to that the fact that a brainy 
coyote like Vance Lang started killin' off his 
gang, and I'm pretty sure the answer is 
hidden loot" 

"How about Anse Bishop and Elmer 
Grant?" Eric Kell wanted to know. "Yuh 
figger they was members of the Ike Sisco 
gang?" 

"Grant and Bishop could have been mem- 
bers of the outlaw bunch, or Vance Lang 
could have talked 'em into some kind of a 
deal to help him get rid of the four men he 
killed." Rain shrugged.. "The dlerifF can get 
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the answw to that whea he starts workin' 
on Lang and Grant." •* 

"If we could only find that cached loot!" 
the sheriff said tensely. "But Lang'll never 
tell where it is, because as long as he don't 
the law will likely keep him alive, hopin' to 
find all that nMssin' money and gold bullion.*' 

"Then dust off yore best hangnoose, New- 
ton," Raine said quietly. "We won't have to 
try makin' Lang tell where the loot is, be- 
cause I already know." 

"Where?" the sheriff and Eric KeK yell»ed 
in the same excited breath. 

Raine grinned wryly. "The loot's in a 
cave, and I know the trail to it," he sflid. 

"Tuck yore two prisoners in good, ^Jewton, 
and see that a sawbones sets Lang's broken 
arm. Then you and Kell meet me at the 
hotel at sunup if yuh want in on a treasure 
hunt that'll keep every jaw in this country 
waggin' for the next twenty years." 

"How can yuh be so blamed shore yuh' 
know where that loot is Md?" the ^aeiM 
asked uneasily. 

"Vance Lang showed me where to look 
for it," Raine chuckled. "He went into a 
certain cave today, and scared out a lot of 
bats. Then he sneaked down the ledge trail 
to jump me. He ran into that first cave to 
see if I'd found his cache. Yuh can bet on 
that. So meet me at sunup if yuh want to 
help fetch that loot to town." 

Raine strode to the door and stepped 
quickly out, through with answering ques- 
tions for the. night. 
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QHAPTER I 
Lonesome Stranger 




'A R D 
NICK- 
ERSON 

sat alone with his 
bitter thoughts on 
the edge of a board 
sidewalk in the un- 
painted, dusty little 
Southwestern cow- 
town that was too 
far from any rail- 
r o a d ever to be 
more than a sort of hideout. 

For the most of three days now he had 
waited, in the November shade and sun, for 
a mail to show up. A Httle man. Just a little 
man without a name, so far as Ward knew 
what it might be. A man whom he must see 
before he could ride back to his littiie taoch 
with any peace of mind. 

He knew the description of the man, would 
recognize him if he ever saw him. He had 
asked the three leading men of the town — 
the banker, the bartender, and the livery 
stable keeper— about the littlie man, and 
had got nothing ,but evasions. At least 
they seemed to be evasions. Anyhow neither 
the man of money, the man of drinks, nor the 
man of' hay and horses was talking. Just 
being careful, maybe, with a stranger. 

Hardly a soul was on the street this sunny 
forenoon. The barber across the way Was 
giving himself a haircut in front of his mirror. 
Now and then the big cheerful bartender in 
the saloon behind Ward broke into song. A 
cowboy came out of the general store with a 
new shirt, unwrapped, and changed into it in 
an alley, throwing his old one away. 
Then a rider turned into &e street from 



the north. Ward's pulse picked up. For fbs 
man was small. He looked plumb litMe in the 
saddle. 

He rode on into town and tied his horse at 
a rack on the street's south side and scanned 
the thoroughfare up and down warily. Re- 
moving his chaps he hung them on the sad- 
dle, left a big gun dangling from his belt, 
gave his pants a hitch, and came across. ' 

The little man was on the shabby side, and 
the rabbity side. Not much to his small face. 
And the fingers of his left hand were stifiE 
and bent and crippled. 

Yep, this was the fellow Ward Nickerson 
had been waitfaig for. He gave Ward a fur- 
tive stare that was, oddly enou^ penetrat- 
ing. What he saw was a tall lean man with 
a straight nose, a man wearing the garb of 
the cow country, and idly whittling a match. 
Then he paid no more attentioi but legged 
his jockey body up to the high sidewalk, 
heel-thumped across, and entered the saloon. 

So this was it, Ward told iinsself/ His 
future right here in the present Ten minutes 
to a half -hour that coiild shape the rest of 
his life, whether it be long or short. 

Ward stood up, snapped his knife shut, 
dropped it into a pocket, gave his pants a^ 
hitch, and followed into ike place of drinks. 
He had no gun, having with consid^:%d 
judgment left it in his hotel room. 

IT WAS any saloon's slackest hour. Only 
the barman and the little customer were 
present Ward pried at White Apron's face, 
half expecting to see a nod that this was the 
small man Ward had inquired about. But 
the bartender's big pleasant mug gave no 
sign. Ward closed in to the neat pine bar 
and looked down at the little man. 

"I'm a lonesome stranger," he said* "How 
about my daddyin' the first round?" 
The little man glanced up, suiprii^gly 
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quick md sharp. 

"I buy my own stuff," he said. 

White Apron grinned, and set out a quart 
bottle of beer. Little Man slid a quarter and 
a nickel carefully across the polished wood. 
Ward shrewdly perceived that there was no 
use to be coy, guileful or wheedling. 

"My name's Nickerson," he said flatly. 
"What's yores?" 

The little man poured into a glass, drank 
thirstily, then lifted his pale eyes up to Ward 
with that curious, furtive-hard stare. 

"None of your business, mister, but it's 
Tyle— Albert Tyle." 

"Thanks, Mr. Tyle. I'd like a littie chin- 
chm ^th yuh, when yuh finish yore drink." 

"You a Law?" 

"No." 

"iWhat yuh want to chin about?" 

'''i can wait till yuh're through." Ward 
glanced at the barkeep. "Gus, how about 
using yore back room?" 

"It's good enough for the Jack of Spades 
and the Queen of Diamonds," said White 
Apron. "Ought to do for you fellers." 

Albert Tyle finished his beer regretfully, 
peered up at Ward, and jerked his head 
toward the rear. As they headed for the 
back room, Tyle looked at the barman, and 
slapped his six-gun. 

"H I have to," he said, "itH be in self- 
defense." • 

"No shootin' men in here," White Apron 
said humorously. 

to the back room Albert Tyle slide side- 
ward into a chair at the green-covered poker 
table, wilfe his right arm and gun out in the 
open for free action. Ward took the opposite 
side, forearms on the table, hands in sight 
to show good intentions. 

"Spit!" said Tyle. 

"Yuh was workin' on Warr«a Abbott's 
Pig-in-a-Poke Ranch me year ago," Ward 
opened bluntly. 

"Was I?" Startled fear darted across the 
man's small face, and was gon<e. "How'd yuh 
know I was here?" , 

"We'll get to that." 

Thinking how to start, Ward became lost 
in the contemplation of far-off things, a 
lonely stranger in his own thoughts, seeing 
the colossus of a ranch called the Rod-and- 
Compass, but which men not associated with 
it sneeringly had named the Pig-in-a-Poke, 
or the Pig-on-a-Pole, because of its imusual 
brand. It was a vast sweep of land that 
blocked Ward Nickersqp's life, other men's 
lives, women's lives; &at made a woman 
look at Ward Nickerson with scorn; a randi, 
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and its fence, that made Ward afiraid cl— 
himself. 

"Tyle," he said, coming back to the im- 
mediate, "Warren Abbott's outfit has a thou- 
sand square miles. His granddad started it. 
His father built it up. Now Warren Abbott 
has a six-strand barbwire fence around it 
with posts twenty feet apart and only one 
gate in all that fence. He's made an empire 
out of it. A nation all his own. All men are 
forbid to go on his land, except at the gate. 
Warren Abbott don't mte with local people. 
Spends half his time in cities. He's a state- 
wide big It. He's known in New York and 
Washii^ton. The papers call him a 'patron 
of the arts' and a philanthropist. He—" . 

"I know all that bunk." 

"All right. Six years ago I bought me a 
little twelve-section .ranch against Abbott's 
wire. In the six years five men have gone 
through the wire and never been heard of 
again by friends or relatives. One of my 
neighbors is Dean Hysinger, which yuh 
prob'ly know. About a year ago his son got 
sore and went across the wire. He disappear- 
ed, vanished like smoke. You was workin' 
on the ranch at that time — one of Abbott's 
fence riders, or guards, or whatever he calls 
'em. What am yuh teU me about Buddy 
Hysinger?" 

"How'd yuh find out I was here?" Tyle 
demanded again. 

"Fair enough, Albert. About two years 
and a half ago Lem Singleton vanished inside 
the Abbott country. He and his brother Bill 
had a ranch against the wire. Lem i-esented 
the fence, because it i^ut him out of God's 
free land, as he said. The fence does men 
that way. Once on a little toot Lem cut the 
wire and rode through. Never was seen 
again. It worked on Bill Singleton so much 
he sold out and went to Arizona or Nevada. 
The other day he come back. Just to see if 
anything had ever turned up about Lem. On 
the trip he passed through this settlemeit. 
Saw you. R»nembered yuh'd been on the 
Pig-in-a-Poke when Lem disappeared. 

TYLE'S httle face was pinched into a knot 
of anger, and contrariness, and haU- 
doubt. 

"Yuh're lyin'," he spat out. "Singleton 
didn't say nothin' to me — if he seen me." 

"He's an old broke-up man, Albert. No 
spunk left. He didn't want to stir up the old 
mess, said he was afraid of yuh, .as a killer. 
He told it all in a crowd of men. That's how 
I happened to hear. Somebody else said yuh 
was on Abbott's place l^t yeai- when Buddy 
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Hy^Qger disappeared. Abbott's men are 
ti^t-mouthed. They don't talk a-talL But 
you not bein' there any more I thought yiih 
might talk. So I'm here. Didn't think of it 
till I was on the road that I hadn't asked 
yore name. So there yuh are, Albert Now 
what can ytth tejl ine aboui Budd^ 'By- 
singer?" 

"BUI Sin^eton called me a killer, uh?" 
TyU snarled. •»! ain't no Miler!" 

"Me, I'm not sayin' you are, Tyle. What 
about Buddy Hysinger?" 

"What's yore burnin' itch to know?" 

Ward stared out the dusty window. His 
fingers tapped on the green baize of the 
table. Presently his absent look Tetoetied 
to Tyle. 

"I'll put all my cards on the table," he 
said. "When Buddy disappeared I was away 
from home. Up in New Mexico makin' a 
little money buyin' on commission for a cat- 
Ue trader. Buddy'd been gone a month when 
I got back. Old Dean E^^nger and his 
daughter Worth thought I ought to dive into 
the Abbott country on the hunt for him." 

"Yuh'd been a fool to try it" 

"I knew that Instead of goin' in I got hold 
of some half-polittcal help, who got some 
high political pull, and they got the Governor 
to send out some State ofBcers to investigate. 



They didn't find Buddy. Not even a trace. 
It has preyed on old Hysinger's mind. He's 
afraid of his shadow these days. Ail broke 
up. Worth sees her dad dyin' by inches. It 
makes her hate Warren Abbott. Hate ti^t 
ranch. That wire fence. Hate me." 

"She yore gal?" asked Tyle. 

"No, no, nothin' like that Just neighbors. 
Any man, though, you or me or anybody 
else, don't like to have &e oQntmpt of otiher 
men. Or the scorn of a woman. I ft^xtk she 
believes I'm afraid of that fence, or of what's 
inside. I am, but not the way she thinks. 
I'm afraid of what I might find if I got inside 
and would have to tell 'em about — a grave, 
mebbe, or bones gnawed by coyotes and 
bleached white in the sun. Or the kid hdkl 
prisoner till he's crazy." 

Ward's fingers tapped a disconsolate march 
on the baize. Then he went on. 

*Tm afraid in another way. That wire 
fence — ^when the sun is right it ^tters and 
winks at me, glitters and smirks and mocks 
and dares me. Tyle, I'm afraid I'll up and 
go through some day. And that'll be the end 
of me." Ward heaved himself to his feet, 
stuck out an emphasizing finger. "Not that 
Vd ^Ve a hoot, Ty^ not one single hoot, if 
I could d&Boi out that ^g killers, wipe 
out tbat ranch empire that breaks men, ruins 
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msaoT— Ward broke off. "And I'm supposed 
to be level-headed. Excuse it, Albert. What 
I'm a£raid of, mebbe, is gettin' wiped out and 
leavin' Dean Hysinger and Worth there, 
alone and helpless. Yuh see what a stew men 
get into?" 

"Yeh," said Tyle Hastily. "Yiah put on a 
good show." 

"AU right, Tyle, all right. But what has 
Abbott got on that ranch that he's so bent 
to keep hid? What kind of murder mill has 
he got in his forests and rocks, his hills and 
canyons?" 

The little man's £ace puicdied tight in sod- 
den terror. 

"I ain't talkin'— I tell yuh I ain't talkin'!" 
he half screamed. He straightened to his feet, 
overturning his chair. "I got .away from 
that Tophet— I ain't talkin'!" 

Ward put all the persuasion he posseissed 
into his words. 

"Tyle, what became of Buddy Hysinger?" 

Tyle snarled, and sidled around the table 
toward the outer door. He looked like a 
cross between a rabbit and a wolf. He laid 
a hand on the doorknob, the other on his gun. 

"Nickerson," he said, "if you was the only 
man knowed I was here Fd kill yuh. To shut 
yore mouth. But looks like too many know 
it There's men on Abbott's, they don't let 
^yuh get away. Yore snoopin' will get yiih 
into it ait They'll be after me. I've got to 
fade^awiiy now. Cuss that crazy Bill Single- 
ton!' I've :Sot to move on, be a shadder iiittin' 
hither and yon, to and fro — cuss their souls!" 

Ward stepped around the table, to the 
inner door. His hand found the knob. So 
this was the end of the trip. The seal on the 
future. He looked at Albert Tyle. Their 
^es held, and held. Then Tyle spoke once 
more. 

"Mister, I'll tell yuh this." He gulped his 
Adam's apple, horror in his little twisting 
face. "That Hysinger button waS^waS kill- 
ed." 

For a moment Ward stood staring at Tyle, 
as if numbed by this revelation. A cold wind 
seemed to sweep over Ward and chill him 
from head to toe. He wanted to ^eak, and 
yet he could think of no words. 

"Killed?" Ward finally managed to say. 
"And tell me how the boy was killed?" 

"I ain't tellin' no more," Tyle said. 

"But you didn't mean to let it go with that 
much," Ward pointed out 

"That's all I'm saying," Tyle replied, edg- 
ing back. "I'm no fooL" 

Then he was out th^ door, slamming it 
behind him. , 




CHAPTER n 

Trailing With Death 

ACK IN the big room 
Ward saw two men at 
the bar. Booted, spur- 
red, big high-hatted six- 
footers. One had a han- 
dle-bar mustache. They 
turned their faces and 
regarded Ward as he 
approached them. 

"Hiya, stranger," 
Mustache spoke up. 
"Come up and join us." 
"Thanks, but I'm in 
kind of a shove," Ward answered, barely 
aware of what was said. 

Ten minutes afterward he had his gun and 
horse and was riding eastward out of the 
silent town. He remembered Albert Tyle 
and craned around. The little man was no- 
where to be seen, but the two tall-looking 
men of the saloon were standing on the walk, 
and it seemed as if fhey were gazang after 
him. 

A half-mile out of the settlement Ward's 
preoccupied thoughts remembered the two 
men. He looked back. The two, or a pair Uke 
th^, were riding out of town as if on his 
trail. His mind gathered in scxnething then 
that he had barely noted, without really 
registering, there in Ihe saloon. The eyes of 
the two men had been on him as sdiatp and 
glittering as weasel eyes. 

Ward 'held his horse to its easy, tireless 
saddle gait. When he looked over his shoulr 
der the two riders were no nearer. Ward 
lifted to a lope. The pair back there did like- 
wise. Minutes later when Ward dropped 
down to a walk the men slowed also. A 
ticklish crawl went along Ward's spine. No 
doubt about it, they were on his trail. He 
faced them and waited. They came up with 
bright, watchful eyes. 

"Yuh wouldn't drink with us," said Mus- 
tache. "Mebbe yuh'll ride with us." 

"I'd be plumb scared to run from yuh," 
said Ward, tummg his horse in the direcUon 
they were riding. 

They parted to get him between them. In 
a quick shift Ward got on their left They 
would have to shoot across their bodies. His 
gun could fire the instant it jumped from its 
leather. 

At Ward's move the pretended good nature 
drained from their faces. Ward chuckled 
grimly. 
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"If if s a hold-up," lie said, "yob. vron't get 
much but my hoss and saddle." 

Smooth Face, the better of the two men, 
Ward surmised, said easily enough: 

"Yuh kind of shovin' the betting?" 

"Might as well get the turkey cooked," 
Ward drawled. 

"What'd Al tell yuh?" demanded Smooth 
Pace. 

"AlV 

"Albrart Tyle. In the back room. We heard 
bim, at the last — voice kind of ratty." 

"So yuh're a couple of Warren Abbott's 
crows," Ward observed, and was shocked 
that the big outfit must be keeping tabs on 
him. 

Nothing more was said for some little 
distance. 

Then Handle-bar Mustache spoke. 

"Al floated off. Nigh a year ago. Just got 
wind where he was." 

"Yuh didn't see him ride out of town with 
me," said Ward. 

"Seen you, though. We can pick up lil 
Al later." 

"If we don't squatter- too much time," 
Smooth Face interjected. "Al can rabbit 
away purty fast." 

The steady tempo of the horses' hoofs on 
the hard, dry groimd, creak of saddle leather, 
jingle of bits and spurs continued. The men 
kept scanning the country. It was empty, 
not a ranchhouse, not even a cow. The land 
was slightly rolling now. Only the yellowing 
cottonwoods of the town badk there were 
distantly visible. 

Ward had never been more alert in any 
situation. These men would probably be 
lightning with their guns. IBs hand lifted 

to his own six-shooter. He disliked to take 
that advantage, but he would probably need 
that much of a start. 

The horses slowed in the ascent of a little 
rise. At the summit the pair ptdled up and 
took in what was below. 

"Ditch," said Mustache. 

"Brush," said Smooth Face. 

Ward jerked and spurred his horse. The 
quick jump put him slightly ahead, facing 
the pair. His fist was on his gun. They 
studied him bleakly. ' 

Mustache turned in his saddle and looked 
back toward town. Smooth Face's eyes held 
steadily on Ward, Ward's on him. Mustache 
spoke. 

"Somebody's comin' on a hoss." 

Ward caught himself in time. Neither his 
watchful stare, nor Smooth Face's, wavered 
a hair's bread'&. 



"Neat tzick, if it had woilaed,'' Ward taunt<' 
ed. * 

"But there is somebody comia'," taid Mus*^ 
tache. "By grabs, it's Al!" 

ALBERT TYLE stopped two horses' 
lengUis away, desperation in the small 

face, 

"I don't aim to be a shadder flittin' Wther 

and yon all over the West," he flung out. 
"Nickerson, you with me or with them?" 
. "They was just about to get their fingers 
burned," said Ward. "They was pickin' out 
a brush patch for me, down there." 

"I seen 'em trailin' yuh out of town. Took 
me a good while to make up my mihd. Hair> 
face, there; is Lee Hyatt T'other one is Tom 
DakirL Last time I seen 'em they was ridin' 
for Abbott at double pay." 

"Mebbe we could aU ride back together," 
said Ward, "and t^ things Over with 
Abbott" 

Not that' he meant it He only wanted to 
see their reaction, figure out what they might 
now have in mind. Tlie Abbott gunmen did 
not seem to be too much put out Dakin, the 
smooth-faced one, said with hard brightness: 

"Shore, might as well be friends like, seein' 
we're all together. Ride ahead, g^ts." 

Albert Tyle laughed. A surprishi^ ringing, 
jeering laugh. It made Ward half-way like 
the mstn for Ae first time. Dakin and Hyatt 
didn't hke it Anger flashed in their faces. 
Dakin' was the iirst to make a concession. 

"Go ahead, Lee," he directed Hyatt 

As Hyatt moved out, Dakin nodded to 
Ward and they moved off side by side, with 
Tyle bringing up the rear. Hiis had its sig- 
nificance for Ward. These men who knew 
Tyle, evidently knew that Tyle was not a 
man to shoot a man in the back. Or was this 
whol« thing a fix-up? And If so, why? 

Through noontime, and the interminable 
afternoon with its vast emptiness, the four 
held the formation they had started with, 
except when one got down to open a gate, 
or they scattered in crossing a rocky creek. 
At such times they watched one another like 
wary dogs. On one of these occasions Mus- 
tache had trouble getting tfie wire gate back 
up. 

"Lee's the scaredest of the whole bimch of 
us," Al Tyle, watching him, said with amuse- 
ment "He could teH yuh a whole lot, Nick- 
erson, about Lem Singleton." 

"Rabbit" said Lee Hyatt, "yuh're settin' 
yoreself for intangl^rtWS." 

"ThereH be a showdown tonight, if Hyatt 
gets half a chanc4" Wiurd thought 
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They rode into a scattered town in a gor- 
geously clear November sunset. There they 
took rooms at the shabby wooden hotel, 
Pakm and Hyatt together, and Ward and 
Tyle separately. They ate together since 
there was but one table, and afterward play- 
ed passtime poker for an hour. Ward liked 
the idea. It enabled him to keep an eye on 
the other three. He was the wiiuier, coming 
out vdth eleven dollars of I^kbi's and Hyatt's 
money. 

Tliey w^t upstairs and to their rooms at 
the same time. Without undressing, Ward 
lay on his bed thinking, in the dark. It was 
an impossible situation. Dangerous. Dakin 
£ind Hyatt had evidently been sent to dis- 
patch Tyle. With Tyle and himself having 
had a talk, he must be included in the wiping 
out Who was back of it? Warren Abbott? 
Tiie setup behind the wire? 

Twice Ward thought he heard floor boards 
ia the hall squeak as it under a stealthy 
step. Abruptly he left the room boldly, with 
no effort at silence. At tlie rear door of the 
hall he paused and listened. Nobody looked 
out, or followed. He made his way down the 
back stairs to an alley, then toward the livery 
stable where they had left their horses. 

A cold night wind had come up, blanketing 
sounds. The Milky Way was hazed over. It 
>vas too dark to penetrate shadows at aB. 
No citizen seemed to be out 

Ward crossed a street and kept on along 
the alley. At the next street he paused. The 
livery stable was diagonally across from him 
now. He leaned against a comer and watch- 
ed. There was no light or stir around the 
stable. 

Then above the hum of the wind his ears 
cau^t the sound of a movement Slowly 
his eyes made out the black bulk of a man 
standing completely stiU an arm's length 
away. Ward had no idea where he had come 
from, how long he had been there. The man 
spoke, barely above a whisper. 

"That you, Lee?" It was Dakin asking. 

When Ward did not instanly reply Dakin 
must have realized his mistake, for Ward 
sensed sudden movement Without knowing 
how he knew it, he was sure a gtm was being 
raised at him. Instantly he threw an upper- 
cut with his right, all his body behind it. 
His fist hit the softness of a throat The head 
tilted back. A gun went off. 

Ward followed the blow with a shove 
against &e man's face. Then a full-armed 
punch. The man went down. 

Instantly a battle started out in the middle 
of the street. Two gxms were stabbing the 



WESTERN 

night witii short, sharp yellow flashes. Tbe 
sounds blasted loudly between the buildia^. 
Then one gun stopped. A man grunted, teted 
to cry put, but dropped. The other gun 
stopped, and Ward heard footsteps ruiming 
away. 

WAS httle Tyle down in the street? 
Ward ran out with long strides, 
knelt beside the dark patch of a body. His 
hand touched a mvistache. Lee Hyatt! From 
a gurgle of blood, from the complete limpness 
of the body when he shook it Ward knew Uie 
man was dead, or close to it 

The big door of the livery stable rumbled 
open. 

"Hi, what's goin' on?" a voice called. 

As Ward legged it back to the alley, Dakin 
W£M5 trying to get up. Ward kept on. He took , 
the back stairs of the hotel silenUy, went 
down the hall, down the front stairs. The 
old landlord was still up. Ward made some 
idle talk, paid for his supper and unused 
room. The old man was half-way suspicious; 
but said nothing. 

When Ward got to the stable a little crowd 
was m the street with lanterns. Nobody 
seemed to be in the stable. He hurried back 
along the stalls and saddled his horse, but 
returned to the big, open door for a look 
before attempting to ride out. He saw men 
with lanterns, and other men staggering 
clumsily along with a body. A lantern left 
the crowd and came hurrying to the bam. It 
was the stable proprietor. He held up his 
lantern and regarded Ward. 

"Hah!" he ejaculated. "One of the strang- 
ers. You in that shootLn'?" 

"No," said Ward. "Heard the shots. I just 
come from the hotel. Somebody get hurt?" 

"Yore pardner with the mustache. Killed." 

The others stumbled in with the body, laid 
it in a stall. Then they all centered on Ward, 
holding lanterns high and staring at him. 

"You kill that feller?" one 6f Am men 
demanded. 

There was a shout, and a horse came 
plunging along the barn's runway. The men 
gave back. As the rider plunged past them 
and out the door Ward saw by the light of 
the lanterns that it was Dakin. 

"Reckon that answers yore question," he 
said. 

The men all ran out. Dakin had steered to 
the right The men shouted, and kept on 
ruiming. A block away there were answer- 
ing shouts, and two or three shots. 

Ward went back to his saddled horse. He 
dropped a half-doUar into the empty feed 
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box aod quietly led his mount to tibe rear 
door. There, he remembered the little mm 
Tyle. He went back along Ihe sitSls. IVk's 
horse was gone. 

A minute later Ward was out to tibe vriady 
night and on his way home. 

CHAPTER m 

Irwitation to Murder 

fARD NICKERSON was 
not a man to over-ilde 
and punish a horse to 
gain a few hoxu« on a 
trip. So it was late af- 
ternoon two days later 
when he came in sight 
of his own httle ranch. 
And also in sight of 
the six-strand barb-wire 
fence that endc^d War- 
ren Abbott's vast do- 
main. 

The wire shimmered in the late sun, seem- 
ing as usual to smirk and mock and chal- 
lenge. One of the Uttle board sigijs that were 
nailed to posts every two or three miles 
around the entH>e fence was before him all 
at once, with the brand of the ranch bwned 
on it and the stenciled warning: 

STAY OIT UT 
WABSSS ABBOTT 

"Stay off or be kiUed!" Ward thought, then 
his bitterness vanif^ed as he saw a saddled 
horse without a ridor on 1^ own land a mile 
away. 

He lifted his tired mount into a lope. The 
saddled animal was on the bank of Antelope 
Arroyo, a shallow drywash that cut across 
the cacaet of his ranch and swept on into 
Abbott country. In a minute he recognized 
the horse as one of his own. He rode faster. 

As he reached the bank he saw his one 
hired man, Carlos Pompa, down in the 
arroyo repairing the fence. Carlos looked 
up, and began to shout excitedly. 

"Mistal^-J^ard, IdQstah Ward, our ranch, 
he shot to' pieces. Bust Ninete^ fat steers 
all gone!" 

Ward plunged down the bank to the rocky 
floor. He shook hands with the Mexicain. 

"Keep yore shirt on," he said quietly, "and 
tell me what yuh're talkin' about" 

Carl&s drew in a quick breath, "You go 
wan week ago. You teU me, 'Carlos, you 
gather up them sixty fat steers for market 
whesa X get back hora^' I do. I put 'em to 



thees li'l pasture, lak you say. Today now 
I come see ec^ ihey-*a]l well and happy. I 
count 'em. Forty-one. Nmeteen is not here. 
Fooey, lak smoke of the cigarette, gone. I 
ride the wue^ I find ^aees hole. I 3nd thees 
tracks." 

Ward followed the plentiful tracks %ttle 
in the soft, moist sand. All at once he pototed 
to the ground. 

"That hora track— is it yores?" 

"Hah! No. I do not see that" 

"Shod track. It looks as if somebody drove 
the steers through." 

They stepped on to the half-mended hole 
through the wire, against the bank. 

"What's this?" Ward demanded: "Ihat 
wire wasj^t" 

"Esur^lMistah "Wsad, I see that Som'body 
mak that hole for purpose." 

Ward stood tensely pondering. He did 
not say so to the Mexican but he knew that 
these tracks, the cut wire, the missing steers, 
were an invitation, a challenge, to ride in on 
Abbott's country — and be killed, or captured, 
or whatever it was they did to men over 
there. Who had framed the tovitation? And 
why? Because he had telked with Albert 
Tyle? How would Ihey know that here? 
Had Dakin got back? Or Tyle? 

"We go in, we find our steers, libt^ 
Ward?" Carlos demanded. 

"Well have to get the steers back," said 
Ward, "or we'H use bacon grease for butter 
this wtoter, and gunnysacks for pants." 

"Le's go!" 

"We'll sleep on it first," said Nickerson. 

They finished patching up the bote and 
rode on home through the long shadows of 
sunset and in gloomy silence. . . . 

Ward Nickerson spent a dream-fUled, rest- 
less night But by morning something of a 
plan had anerged. He would stick to the 
law as long as he could, but he would not 
be balked. 

He was in a cold saddle by gray and frosty 
daylight. It was a long ride to town, and the 
road paralleled the hated wire for miles. 
The Hysinger ranch, dimly seen, lay off to 
the left. He thought of tumtog off t» see 
how the sick old man and Worth were faring. 
But he hated to hear old Hysinger's whim- 
pering and see his failing body. And he 
dreaded the hate in Worth's eyes for Abbott 
and his outfit ai^d the scorn to her laughter 
for — ^himseU, as he saw it 

Besides he was eager to get to town. It 
was Saturday, and Abbott would be there 
on his weekly trip for mail, telegrams, and 
bustoess at the hmk. Ward did not ymA to 
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miss him. 

It was mid-forenoon when he arrived at 
the coxmty seat. And as chance would have 
it abnost the first man he saw was Warren 
Abbott Tiie man was riding down the 
middle of the main street The thick, heavy 
figure in the saddle made Ward think, as 
always, of a stuffed shirt. Ward met him 
horse-shoulder to shoulder, grimly. Abbott 
stopped like a block of rock. 

"Abbott" Ward opened without greeting, 
"nineteen <d my fat steers have got tlutlugh 
yore wire onto yore country." 

"You should have be^ more watcfaiul, 
Nickerson," the "patron of the arts" and 
philanthropist replied heavily. 

"The wire was cut," Ward said fk&f . 

"Who cut it?" 

"And my steers were driven through." 

"Evidently you are trying to inform me 
Qiat somebody outside of my fence drove 
your cattle onto my country to dis^Mae of, no 
doubt to some of my employes." 

"No. Some of yore men cut the wire and 
drove the stuff through as bait for me to go 
after 'eta." 

FCKR the first &ne Abbott's eyes really 
coni^dered Ward. Ifis head shook slowly. 
"I advise you not to go in after tliem," he 
said. "That woidd be treiE^as^ng, windi is 
forbidden." 

Ward laughed shortly at the man's dog- 
matic stupidity. Abbott gave him a sharper 
look, liien he ;nade a movement in Hie saddle 
as if to ride cm. 

Ward whirled his horse around and blocked 
the way. 

"I'm not through yet, mister!" he said 
coldly. 

Ward had been aware that people on the 
street were watching them. realized that 
his stopi^g Abbott Uocking the big man's 
way, was something to make the town gasp. 
Meet and women were beginning to move 
toward them. A rider clattered up. Ward's 
steady, cold eyes flicked away from Abbott. 
The rider was a girL 

"Woarth!" he said savagely and wamingly. 
"Tbis may get rough." 

"How singular!" she retorted. 

Other riders were coming up now and 
people on foot This was a sight to behold — 
somebody talking up to the Emperor! Ward 
caught sight of three fam^semen coming at a 
clipping trot and in a compact group. He 
recognized them as three of Abbott's men — 
two foremen and Noone Gill, whom people 
knew as Abbott's iiead fence rider, or in the 
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language <^ the diffl«^>ec4iul, faisi dIaM. of 
police. 

Without slacking, the three bunched tight- 
ly together in keen teamwork and rode 
straight at Ward. Ward saw tibat he had to 
give ba(^ or let his horse take an inq»ct 
from the three horses. He reined back, just 
barely from in front of Abbott» and there 
held his grou-"!. 

The trio pi5led up shai-ply, scarcely an 
arm's length away. Noone Gill addressed 
his boss. 

"Now, Mr. Abbott" he said respectfully, 
motioning to the opened path, "yuh can go 
on, if yuh want" 

Abbott acknowledged the man's act with 
a shght nod. His eyes studied Ward anew. 

"Abbott," said Ward, "I want my steers 
back." 

"The Rod-and-Compass," Abbott replied 
formally, "will pursue its adopted pohcy in 
regard to your stock straying onto my coun- 
try, Nickerson. Sooner or later my riders 
will come across your brand, and your cows 
will be retucned to you." 

"I need the stuff back now, for the fall 
beef market," snapped Ward. 

"You wUl be notified when they are 
found," Abbott said coldly. "You may come 
in then, regularly at the gate, and get them." 

"That might be six months or a year," 
Ward said. 

"It is possible," Abbott agreed. He said 
to his men, "I shall be at the olBce an hour 
or so attending to correspondence before I 
arri ready to start home." 

Again his body bent slightly in a starting 
movement. And again Ward was in front of 
him. Instantly Noone Gill spurred his horse 
against Ward's, shoving hard. Dehberately 
Ward looked down and back and thrust out 
his heel and touched, barely touched, Gill's 
horse with his Spat m the tender inner side 
of its hind leg. 

The already half-excited horse snorted and 
jumped ssicleward, all but unseating the sur- 
prised GiU "Hie crowd snickered. The man 
did not crowd back for more, perhaps not 
wanting to be made a fool of before his em- 
ployer. But fire burned redly in his eyes. 

Ward leaned forward and seized Abbott's 
saddle-hom. 

"Mister," he said, "before all these wit- 
nesses I'm askin' yuh fair for permission to 
go on yore land wilih fme man and bring my 
ste^ out" 

A hush fell. In it Abbott shook his head 
slowly, and said ponderously: 

"It is not permitted." 
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Ward drew back. He kept his temp^, but 
not his dislike. 

"Abbott," he challenged, "yuh're what the 

whole county calls yuh, a throw-back. Yore 
father and grandfatiier no doubt were justi- 
fied in shootin' trespassers. I understand that 
fifty, forty, thirty years ago cattle thieves 
were thick hereabouts. But every man bor- 
dering yTih novf owns his land. I've never 
heard of one of them bein' called a rustler." 

"Any man will steal cattle if he can avoid 
detection," said Abbott heavily. 

Ward's temper slipped a notch. 

"Abbott," he snapped, "what have yuh got 
on yore country yuh don't want honest men 
to see? What do yuh keep hid in yore can- 
yons and mountains? What's happened to 
the five men who disappeared in the last six 
years? What kind of murder mill are yuh 
operatin' inside yore wire?" 

In the dead silence of the street Warren 
Abbott's slow ^es studied Ward Nickerson, 
seemingly without anger, as he would study 
the sky for weather, or try to get at the ^ 
meaning of a fooL Then he nodded to his 
men, and rode UBtounriedly out of the throng 
around hhn. 

AS THE crowd dropped away, leaving 
space, Worth KyM&ger niidged her 
horse up to Ward's. 

"Well — well!" she said derisively. 
Ward smiled ruefully, shook his head. 
"I don't see how a man can get so set in 
his ways in just forty years, I raii^t as well 
have talked to his land." 

'Tolicy," she said. "It solidifies the human 
mind." Her gray eyes met his levelly. "YouH 
be riding in after your steers," ^ haM-iraid, 
half-Esked. 

•Tm talkin' with ^ liaw next," Ward 
smwered 

"Policy!" she repeated, and wheeled away 
with a low, scornful laugh. 

A cowboy rode close past Ward. 

"Good job. Ward, tellin' Abbott how," he 
said. A man on foot slapped Ward's thigh. 

"Yuh got him told, Nickerson." 

Fennel, a neighbor of Ward's haK-wbis- 
pered: 

"Ward, keep yore eye peeled on that Noone 
GOl. He ain't goin' to get over that laugh 
yuh put on him easy." 

"But nobody telb me they'll help me get 
my steers back," Ward thought. "And I 
don*t blame 'em." 

He saw Sheriff Wallace going into the Gold 
Bar Saloon. Might as well tackle him, he 
decided, and trotted Ms horse to a hitchrack. 
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Inside the Gold Bar, Wallace was stepping 
back from the rail when Ward went in. Ward 
touched his arm. ' " 

"A word with yuh^ Sheriff, if yuh can spare 

the time." 

"What's time to a sheriff?" Wallace said 
jocularly, and followed Ward to the poker 
room in the rear. 

In the winterish, cheerless room smelling 
of dead tobacco smoke WaDace faced Ward. 

"Don't ever say, Nickerson, that I'm 
Abbott's sheriff, but I don't aim to go piroot- 
in' with yuh aft^ th«n steers> if ttiat's what 
yuh want" 

"Abbott don't mess with anything as small 
as a sheriff, does he?" said Ward. 

"That's right," Wallace agreed, and Snshed 
under his clear, pink skin. 
"How about if I have a warrant, Wallace?" 
"That would be a ho.ss with different hair. 
But how can yuh swear out a warrant? They 
haven't stole yore cattle." 
"How's a search warrant?" 
"A search warrant is tricky. They're 
usually to locate stolen property. Like I say, 
the Rod-and-Compass haven't stole yore 
steers. Yuh've got to show in a search war- 
rant exactly where said property is, who's 
holdin' it. who took it, and so on. If yuh 
institoot a false search yuh can be sued, and 
so can the sheriff and his bondsmen." 

"What kind of papers did them State offi- 
cers have?" Ward asked. 
. "Yuh mean after Buddy Hysinger disap- 
peared? I don't know. I wasn't invited to 
the party." 

"Was Abbott hisself in the party?" 
"No. The bunch came back sayin' Abbott 
had showed 'em every consideration. Fur- 
nished 'em guides — his own men! — ^wined 
and dined 'em in the big house, and fed 'em 
roast venison out of season. When they got 
back here they acted as if they'd been fed 
and curried by royalty." . 

"Who does Abbott's killin'?" Ward 
plumped the question flatly. 

"How'n thunder would I know?" 
"Yuh ev«r know Albert Tyle?" 
"Some." 

"What about him?" 

"Little. That's all I can ten yuh. Why?" 
Ward did not answer. He leaned a shoul- 
der against the wall, himg his thumbs in his 
belt, regarded the officer thoughtfully. 

"So yuh don't want to take ai^ hand abcnit 
my steers?" he asked at last 

"How can I?" the sheriff aSked plainfiiv^. 
"Well, if anything happens, Wallace, yuh 
can say I tried to be legal but didn't get any 
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encouragement." 

"That's unfair, Nickerson." 
' They faced each other for a moment, anger 
in the sk&nS, oontempt in Ward Nickerson. 
Tbea. WaQaee tianed and w^t otit the back 
door. 

Ward opened the door to the saloon room. 
Three men were standing beyond it, evident- 
ly waiting — ^Abbott's two foremien aad his 
"chief of police," Noone GilL 

Gill stepped {orward quickly, peered in, 
and saw that the room was empty. 

"Don't run, Nickerson," he said. "I want 
a word with yuh in private." 

Ward flashed a quick grin. 

"Suits mej! he said, and stepped hack into 
the room, 

CHAPTER IV 

Bearding the lAxm 

ILL KICKED the door to 
behind him witii an ex- 
pulsive boot la grow- 
ing up he had not at- 
tained Ward's height of 
six feet, but he was, a 
little heavier, with 
smooth-moving muscles. 
A tailored blue wool 
shirt fit his compact 
shoulders like a glove. 

Short of thirty, he was 
about Ward's age. A 
man to have plenty of women partners at a 
dance, if they didn't see the arrogance in 
his handsome face and the rooster-strutting 
in his body, which Ward saw now. 

"So yuh took a little teip out westly," Gill 
began at once. 

Here was another man. Ward decided, 
with whom there was no use to try sparring. 

"I saw a1 Tyle, if that's what yah mean, 
Gill," hfe said carelessly. 
"Did the rabbit spill his insides to yuh?" 
"Not quite as much as I'd like to have on 
you and yore pards as regards Buddy Hy- 
singer." 

Noone Gilffiushed aioimd the neck and 
anger picked up in him. 

"Yuh've been doin' too much fishin' in that 
direction lately, Nickerson," he growled. 
"The Rod-and-Compass don't like it." 

'Tm not much concerned any more, Gill, 
in what the Pig-in-a-Poke likes or don't 
like." 

"Kind of carefree, .oh, seein' yuh're in a 
tight tmyh&vi, aver yore shootin' down of 
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Lee Hyatt" GiU was good with a sneer. 

"Did I shoot him?" Ward countred. "Yuh 
got the news quick, about that and me seein' 
TVle." 

'*We have our outposts, Nickerson, to ke^ 
us informed. Besides, Tom Dakin beat yuh 
home." 

"And cut my wire and drove my steers 
onto Abbott's country. I aM bat rode throng 

after 'em, yesterday evemit', GKIL Ytlh dis~ 
appointed I didn't?" 

"I didn't think yuh'd have the nerve to," 

"Eggin' me on. Gill?" 

"The steers is neither there nor here right 
now, Nickerson. What's mainly imdra' my 
hair right now is what happened out there 
in the street a while ago. Before Mr. Abbott 
and a lot of pet^le. Yuh put the snicker cm 
me, hombre." 

"What yuh goin' to do about it, Gill?" 

"Knock yuh through that door behind yuh 
and give the laugh back to the crowd in the 
barroom." 

"What's delayin' yuh?" 

Gill didn't delay. But he underestimated 
He drew back and sent a pile-driver punch 
at Ward's^ace. Ward avoided it by a simple 
quarter piybt and by jerking his head back. 
In the same lightning move his left hand 
cau^t the exten%d arm, his right hand 
clutched Gill's necktie, and he jerked for- 
ward. Gill's impetus helped. GUI's frcHit hit 
the door. Ward flung all his weight and the 
power of*his legs against Gill's back. The 
door flung open with a bang. 

Ward, going forward, caught his balance 
first As Gin turned, Ward's right arced up 

in a long curve to Gill's chin. GiU's head 
clicked up and he sat down six feet away. 
Ward slapped the man's hat oS and yanked 
Gin up by the thick hair of his head. Ward 
gave the old straight pimch then, the one 
with which Gill had started Ihe fireworks. 
And Gill hit the thin sawdust at full stretdi 
on his back. 

Ward, seeing that Gill's spring was un- 
woxmd for the moment, gave the startled 
faces at the bar a searching stare. Then 
he grinned a little, an enjoying grin and 
went clunking for the front door. 

■Worth Hysinger caught up with Ward 
beyond the dingy skirts of the town. 

"Hi, hero!" She was gleefuL "Mind if I , 
ride as far as the Hysinger haciem^^th 
you?" 

"I never object to good company, woman." 

"With the emphasis on the good Nobody 
knows better than you what awful c<»npany 
rve beoi Ihe last few rowmihs. Ward, Htm 



scandal's all over town, like bluing in a 
waahtub — how you put the chief of police 
down for a catnap, and how you've had a 
talk-talk with the ex-killer <rf the Pig-in-a- 
Poke. Wstd, what did you get oat of ikat 
ASbert Hyk, about Buddy?" 

"I told him no man likes a woman's scorn." 

"That's past, Ward. I'll admit that at first 
we thought you, as a neighbor, should cross 
the wire and find out about Bud%, We feel 
differently now." 

"y«Ji? Yuh can still light a fire in yore 
eye, and cackle." 

"And you can hump a shoulder too, tall 
man. That scorn stuff, it's jiiSt in your mind. 
What did Tyle teU you?" 

"I hate to tell yah, Worth. It's one thing 
that's kept me on this side of the wire for a 
year, what I might have to tell you and yore 
dad. Tyle said Buddy was killed." 

Her breath caught, then let go. 

"Thanks, Ward," she said with contained 
steadiness. "It's better to know than to go 
on imagining worse. I know how you nmst 
have hated to give me such news. That 
ranch! That Abbott, that fence, those killers! 
I've been half crazy for a year. Ward. Tell 
me more. Who killed him? Where is Tyle 
now, wiflj his evidence?" 

HE TOLD her all tha<?»had happened, 
from the time he had discovered the 
two men following him from town, after the 
talk with Tyle, to the killing of Hyatt on fee 

road. 

"Dakin got back before I did," he said. 
"No doubt in my mind he was the one who 
cut the wire and chased my steers through, 
to toll me in. Back there" — Ward nodded 
toward the tovm behind them— "Noone Gill 
said I killed Hyatt." 

"They'll put it on you, Ward, if they can, 
the vile gang!" Worth cried. "Or kill you. 
Ward, you mustn't go through after your 
steers. You don't intend to, do you?" 

"That's between me and my conscience, if 
any." 

"So you intend to. They'll get you, sure. 
Don't, Ward, please don't. No-no, I take that 
back. Ward. I won't get in your way. I won't 
nag. But—" 

She didn't finish. After a mile or two of 
silence they began to talk of other things — 
grass, and stock water, the cattle market, 
new oilcloth for the kitchen table, funnyisms 
Ward's Mexican had sprung. Ihey could be 
great Mends on a ride like this, either tak- 
ing or remainiag sdlent with feeu* thoug^its 
for miles. 



Ward turned in at the Hysinger ranch 
with Worth for a belated dinner. Old Dean 
Hysinger, once a hustling, though a kind of 
bookish, cowman sat in a hot room by a 
roaring stove with a shawl around his shoul- 
ders, though the November day was Quite 
surmy. 

"Got no blood any more," he complained. 
"No spunk, since Buddy's gone. Yuh heard 
anything new, son?" 

"No," Ward Hed. 

"Yuh might have, if yuh'd gone through 

as soon as yuh got back home." 

"Now, Dad," Worth protested. "We've 
talked that all out. Ward would have been 
killed by those thugs. Even if he hadn't been 
it isn't Ukely he cotdd have learned anything 
to help." 

"Yes — yes," Hysinger murmured. "That's 
right, Ward." 

But it wasn't right. Ward knew, as he rode 
on home in the shank of the day. His not 
going in to hunt for Buddy still lay between 
ihrni, and always would. And he might as 
weU have gone, he'd had to tell Worth any- 
how that Buddy was dead. It would not 
have hurt much worse a year ago. But for a 
man to sell his life, to be shot down, without 
reeonq>ense, without accomplishing any good, 
gave something to think about. . . . 

With a clawhammer Ward Nickerson drew 
out most of the staples in four posts of the 
Abbott fence. This was five miles from 
where his steers had walked through the 
hole. Gill's men, he supposed, would be 
laying for him there. He stepped carefully 
on the loosened wire, ma^ed the strands to 
the ground, and led his horse carefully 
across. As he stapled the wire back he smil- 
ed in the darkness over his parting conver- 
sation with Carlos Pompa. 

"Wher' you gain', Mistah Ward? After 
them steers?" 

"Yes." 

"Me, too." 

"No, not 'me too', Carlos, Youll stay Iwre 
and look after things. I may be gone for a 
couple of days." 

"Couple days, hah. Wher' yj/f^ want be 
buried if we don't find you?" 

"The buzzards will attend to tha<^" Ward 
had assured. 
"Two mans m<nre better as om^" C«^los 

had pleaded. 
"Nope." 

"They keel you, I no have job. No have 
butter for bacon grease. I mean — lak you 
more better'n bacon — lak butter better'n you 
— no-nc^ I mean better bacon grease is you 
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... oh, poT Dios, thees English lingo. I 
. mean — " 

"I know, Carlos," Ward had said. "Good- 
fey". 

Wiib a hasly hand-shake Ward had headed 
iar Ids horse. Now, with the fence restapled, 
he swung to saddle md strudc out iato the 
fotbidden country. 

It was the first time he had ever set foot 
on Abbott's land, or even been across the 
wire. He felt as he supposed a man must 
feel entering a foreign land. Alone. Lonely. 
A little tickly along the spine. 

And what good would it all do? He might 
get his steers back, but tiiat wasn't his reason 
for this trip, be knew. He wasn't going so 
he could wipe the scorn out of Worth Hy- 
singer's eyes, or out of his own mind, wher- 
ever it was. No, he was going for a bigger 
reason than that— to try to stop &e killtogs 
on this ranch. 

"Shacks," he tiiou^t "Don't be heroic. 
Tm goin', I suppose, because I know Noone 
GSH and his killers will get me anyhow, 
sooner or later — unless I can get them first — 
because they think Al Tyle told me too 
much." 

He rode diagonally away from the fence, 
to anrve at a mesquite Bat two or three miles 
inland from the hole where his steers had 
entered the Abbott land. A waning moon was 
up when he reached the scattered thickets. 
He had timed himself for this. He rode back 
send forth for a while, eyM and ears tense for 
any soimd or si^t of man or beast And 
heard and saw nothing. 

AT DAYBREAK he was ten or twelve 
miles inland. Not a house, or any 
smoke, or a rider was to be seen in all the 
gray expanse of dawn. At a little trickle 
sqiring he frlzded bacim on a stick over a 
practically snokeless fire and ate it between 
cold biscuits. Then he rode qto, &rther in, 
keeping to a brushy creek. 

At noon he slept for two hours, relaxing 
completely. Afterward he rode into a scatter- 
loent of little hills, winding here and there to 
keep from dkylining himself. Now and then 
he dimbed 6n foot to a low, rocky summit for 
a wide conning of the country, to get &e lay 
erf &e land. No houses, no riders were to be 
seen, but here and there whitefaced cattle 
grazed. He was used to silence in riding his 
own land, but here the stillness in the warm 
November afternoon seemed deeper than any 
Toe had ever known. 

A feeling came to him that he was not 
tBakxDg any headway in Me search for &e 
jBeerda erf the great zam^ He Mt futile. 
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In the midst of this he turned out of the hills 
unexpectedly — and without warning came 
upon a scene that stopped him and his good 
bay horse fiatfooted. 

Before him were cattle scattered around a 
windmill and a circular cement water tank. 
Chimks of rock salt lay about — a cattle lick. 
And beyond the cattle were two men on 
horseback. 

The men saw him almost as soon as he saw 
them. They came riding around the herd, 
watehing him intmtly. He ntidgcd the bay fo 
meet them. 

CHAPTER V 

Mr. Half-and-Half 

HE MEN Ward Nickars««i 
had so unexpectedly cn-, 
counted carried rifles 
in saddle scabbards, and 
revolvers at their belts. 
Before they met. Ward 
could see metal disks, or 
badges, pinned^ their 
shirts. 
"Hi!" one of the pair 
— .—^^^ greeted, "Who're you?" 

"New man on the 
ranch," said Ward. 
"Where's yore ba^e?" the man challenged. » 
They drew up close eooiigh for Ward to 
read the metal disks they wore. On one was, 
"Foreman No. 6, Abbott's Rod-and-Compass 
Ranch." On the other was "Range Rider 
No. 14, Abbott's Rod-and-Compass Ranch." 

"Why," said Ward, rtmning thxmib and 
fingei' along the lapel of his unbuttoned vest, 
and looking down in pretoided siixpjise, "I 
must have lost it." 

When he looked up their six-guns were 
leveling at him, with stem fac^ behind 
them. 

"Trespassin', uh?" said the range rider. 

For the third time in recent days Ward 
Nickerson knew there was no use in beating 
around the biish or denying the truth. 

«Yes," he said. 

"Where'd yuh g^t in?" demanded ¥(»emm 
No. 6. 

"North side." 

"Cut the wire?" 

"Let it down, and put it back." 

"What yuh after?" prodded the range rider, 

"I'd like to buy this ranch from Warren 
Abbott," Ward said casually, and the fore- 
man laughed shortly. 

"A lot of jasgim wouM," he raid, 1»ut tliey 
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iin'i got the diiwro. Yeu a PinksrtsR or ncnos 
other Law, mister?" 
'Tm not a Law." Ward shrugged. 

"What are yuh?" 

"Just let it stand as trespasser." 

"Get down, MIer," came a p^emptoty 
order then. 

Ward wondered if this was to be the 
mom«it of his disposal. The two men took his 
rifie and six-gun, and seardied &oroughly 
for further arras. Then: 

"Yuh'U have to ride in to Number Six with 
us," the range rider said then. "Poller Mol- 
ler here and I'll be right on yore heels." 

It was close to sundown when they arrived 
at a neat setting of adobe buildings and rail 
pens. On a board with the burned Bod-and- 
Compass brand was the dej^natiim Sub- 
Division No. 6. A Mexican man and womim 
and six or eight children were around. The 
woman served supper. 

There was little talk through the short 
evening. The three men .slept in the same 
room. All guns were left out of the room. 
'Hhe range rider shoved his half-bed against 
^e door. The foreman, MoUer, slept against 
the window, and Ward against a blank wall. 

They were up at daybreak. The range 
rider gulped his breakfast and said he had 
to finish his round of fences and water-holes. 

"in be back early in the afternoon," he 
told Ward, "and drift yuh on towards the big 
headquarters. What Mr. Abbott and Noone 
Gill will do for yuh will be plenty." 

As soon as he was out of the house Moller, 
who had said practically nofliing so far tiiis 
morning commented: 

"It's always a relief when the police are 
gone. They can be pretty gruff." 

"PoUce?" Ward echoed. 

"Oh, that's what most of us call them 
range riders. Their job is to look after fences 
and water-holes and windmills, and bogged 
cattle, if any, and keep an eye out for tres- 
passers and such like, and grass fires — just 
spies in general on aU. the rest of us. Mr. 
Abbott keeps close tabs on his people. It's 
such a big outfit he has to. Him and his 
superintendent, Arthur Blaine, are shore 
tough on trespassers. But yuh can't blame 
Mr. Abbott. He inherited the spread from 
his granddad and his dad. Calls it the law of 
Ute Medes and Persians the way he hamcQes 
tre^assers — ^he never lets 'em ofl." 

"Sounds as if it will go rough with me," 
Ward commented. 

Foreman Moller dawdled with his coffee, 
relit his cigarette before he spoke again. 

"Yidi'r* not an ordinary tre^^nsBer— er — 
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Nickerson, did yuh say yore name was?" he 
said then. "I'm curious enough to ask what 
yuh're after." " 

Ward thoughtfully flidced his cigarette biitt 
into the fireplace. 

"Moller," he said, "yuh seem to me to be 
an honest and fair-dealin' man. I'll speak my 
piece. I want to know what happened to 
Buddy Hysinger. And the four other fellows 
who have vanished inside the Abbott viige in 
the last six years." 

"Five vanished?" Moller asked in surprise. 
"I never heard of but three, and I've been 
inside Abbott's wire ten years. Way back 
yonder it was a feller named Leeks. Just a 
plain rustler. I always heard he got his in a 
plain shoot-out. Then couple of years ago a 
feller named Signalman or Singleton or 
somethin' like that And a few months ago 
the young feUer yuh named— Hysinger." 

"What happened to Hysinger?" 

Moller shook his head. "Yuh've scraped the 
bottom of the barrel with me, Nickerson. I 
don't know. The talk was he'd just dis- 
appeared. How come yuh happm in here fai^ 
at ttds time?" 

ARD gave him the whole set-up, 
much as he had told Albert Tyle in 
the back room of the saloon in town. Only 
now he finished with -fee apparent attempt 
of Dakin and Hyatt to kill him, and Hyatt's 
death in a street gun fight in the night. 

"So Lee Hyatt got his," said Moller. "Not 
much loss. Him and Dakin have been settin* 
in close with Chief Gill. The rest of the 
riders ain't got no use for Hie three of 'em. 
Jealous, mebbe. Or think Gill is playin' 
favorites. They don't like GiU mibicm " 
"Why?" 

"Oh, Notme Gill is strtmg for Number 
One," MoUer said. "Always aroimd Mr, Ab- 
bott Always takin' care of his own job first. 
If anything goes wrong he lays it on to some 
of his men. Wurgler — that's the rider that 
just left — he mutters and grumbles about Gill 
everytime I see him. Once he said it looked 
like Gill had a man hid in the brush to spy 
on the riders. Said that feller Tyle yuh 
mentioned got out because he was 'scared 
plumb yeller. Seemed like Wurgler meant 
scared by the feller in the brush. Which may 
all be fool talk." 

Moller got up, paused with his back to the 
fireplace, looking uncertain. 

"Nickerson," he said, "I don't know just 
what to do with yuh. Me and the Mexican 
have got to get out on the range workin' 
baef for tins ^ market. Redum 111 have to 
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leave yuh here. May get it from Mr. Abbott 
for doin' it. But anyhow yuh're Wurgler's 
job, not mine. If I leave yuh, will yuh run 
off?" 

"Might," said Ward with a quick grin. 

Holler scratched a leg uneasily. "Tell yuh 
a little more, Nickerson. That man Single- 
mann and yore friend Hysinger, they was 
both bein' held at sub-divisions. They both 
wandered off, or got away somehow— and 
disappeared. That's a little likker gab Wurg- 
ler handed me once, when he was more'n 
usual mad at Noone Gill. Mebbe yuh better 
just stick around here, lAdcerstni, Mil Wurg- 
ler gets back." 

"Mebbe," said Ward, and witii that half- 
asurance the foreman left the house. 

As soon as Moller and his Mexican rode 
off Ward began a search for his guns. He 
found them finally under a mattress in a 
bedroom — Wurgler's work, probably. They 
were still loaded, and undamaged. 

Ward returned to the main rown wha^ he 
had seen a map on the walL It was a bhie- 
print, excellently done, in a wooden frame, 
and about four by six feet It showed what 
Ward supposed was the entire Abbott ranch 
— ^mountains and creeks, springs and wind- 
mills, the outer boundary fence and inner 
fences, roads, and had the sub-divisions, all 
numbered. 

With his eyes Ward traced his route to 
Number 6, across three roads, two fences. 
Using the scale of miles he measured witti a 
straw and foimd that he was inside the wire 
frwn his own ranch a distance of twenty- 
three mil^. And he was thirty-seven miles 
from Abbott's headquarters. 

Ten or twelve miles, southwest of where he 
stood at No. 6 was a patch marked "Rough 
Badlands." The only such marking on the 
hhtefnint. In dialler lettering, that he al- 
most missed in the shadowy room, was a 
nOtaHon, "Scant grazing — too rough for 
cattle." 

With his guns Ward wandered outside. 
The Mexican woman and several children 
watched him in Indian silence. He made a 
dreuit of huildings and pens, noting that his 
horse was in a pen. He trampied out a quarter 
of a mile and made a wider circle at Ihe 
place. 

Was he being watched by some hidden 
gunman? Was this the method of making 
men disappear? Every Step was ticklish, at 
ihe last, where he was in scattered brush. 
But he saw no human being. He did find 
three trails, though, jrunning off into lone- 
isomie brush country. One led southwest, bat 
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its dust-dryness showed no tracks other than 
the cloven hoofprints of cattle. 

Ward returned to the pens, saddled, and 
rode into the southwest trail toward the 
region labeled "Rough Badlands." It nO^t 
be as likely a place as any to go. 

Through the long day Ward rode stealthily, 
carefully, hearing and eyes sharpened like a 
prowling wolfs, watching his horse's ears to 
locate sounds that his own ears could not 
pick up. He sp^t (he gloomy night without 
fire in a juniper thicket at the edge of what 
he supposed must be the Rough Badlands. 

The last of his cold biscuits and bacon was 
consumed for breakfast. He rode on then, 
with the futihty of his task multiplied ten- 
fold in his mind. But an unaccountable urge 
drove him to go on and on into the region of 
scant grazing that was too rough for cattle^ 
to see, to make certain — to make certain. 

He had gone possibly a mile on the dim and 
unused trail when he saw another trail com- 
ing into it It came like a shock, that other 
trail, like a surprise visitor where no visitor 
should be. 

Then he saw the tracks of a horse. Shod 
prints, going his way. He got down to make 
sure. And as he squatted a voice spoke. 

"Sufferin' horn toads! Nickerson!" 

A stone's flip away, peering around a bend 
in the narrow trail, Wcis Albert Tyle. His 
rifle was po&xting, smd his finger was cm the 

"Good glory!" he breathed "I all hut Act 
yuh. I thought yuh was — " 

"Was what?" Ward asked, surprised him- 
self that he said "what" instead of "who." 

Well, Tyle was looking as if be meant what 
stonething, not a man. 

"What yuh dom' hese, T^le?" he wsmled 
to know. 

TYLE lowered his rifle, let the hammer 
down carefuUy, and came forward three 
or four steps. Ward met him. Tyle put out 
his hand, and Ward shook with him. Tyfe's 
face was pinched with fear, or alarm^ lOtd his 
body was trembling slightly. 
"I thoui^it-" 

He got no further, for a scream like a pan- 
ther's broke in, and a body came dropping 
from a rock above them. 

Both Ward and Tyle, so close together in 
the 'handshake, went down under the crush- 
ing weight. Ward rolled to a terrific blow on 
his cheek. He heard a thud, heard ' 
grunt Then he was being clawed as if Iqr a 
cougar. Knew his gun was hding taken, and ^ 
he eooldnt prevent it. Tlgn he was ao'^ 
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longer being wolfed. 

He sat up. In the same instant "some- 
thing" lifted away from Tylc's body, with 
Tyle's rifle and revolver as well as Ward's 
belt-gun. 

The something was a man, big and thick- 
musded, hairy, and bareheaded. Also bare of 
feet, but wearing ragged levis and shirt. He 
was making throaty sounds that evidently 
were meant for the laughter of triumph. 
Tyle sat up, badly shaken, but unexpectedly 
his terror had changed to boiling wrath. 

"Mr. Nickerson," he iiung out contemptu- 
ously, "meet Mr. Half-and-Half." 

"Half and half what?" Ward asked, staring 
incredulously at the great muscled shoulders 
that looked as if tiiey could havig held up a 
world. 

"Half American, half Mexican. His pa was 
old Flickerweed." 

The ragged giant stepped away, moving 
toward Ward's horse. He smelled of wood 
smoke and sweat and the lair of a beast. 
The horse began to give back, snorting, then 
turned to bolt. With an astonishing leap the 
man had the reins. He yanked Ward's rifle 
from its scabbard, and kicked the horse with 
his bare foot, sending it leaping in fright 
toward the two men. Ward caught the flying 
reins. 

The giant, with two rifles and two revolv- 
ers under his arm, made shooing motions 
with his free hand. 

"He means for us to go on," said Tyle. "He 
can splkka da Mex if he wants to, but usually 
he's too contrary." 

Tyle led his horse from the brush. When 
both of them were mounted the little man 
started up the trail, Ward and the hairy 
monster following. 

"Flickerweed's son?" Ward qnesrIiQntd 
blankly. 

"Enoch Flicker," Tyle explained back over 
his shoulder. "He was head ranch guard and 
rustler ..killer for Warren Abbott's pa, 'way 
back yonder. He was old when he nctarried a 
Mexican woman and whelped this cur. 
Flickerweed, as they called him, was big, but 
this wolf is bigger, so they say. I never saw 
Flickerweed." 

"Is this gorilla the answer to — things?" 
Ward asked. 

"He's the answer," Tyle drearily. 
"He's Gill's brush ghost" 

"Yuh mean to say Gill uses him to do his 
killin' for him?" 

"Not exactly. The Mexican law is layin' 
for Half-and-Ifedf. Our law'd be layin' for 
him, too, if &imy knew what I know, and what 
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Gill and Tom Dakin know. ,Yeah, and what 
Lee Hyatt knew before I killed him back 
yonder. Half, he don't'dare get far from this 
hideout. But he roams, he 'haunts' the ranch- 
Nobody ever sees him. He can hide like a 
wild steer. 

"He spies on the range riders and fore- 
men, watches for trespassers. Chatters what 
he sees to Noone Gill. Noone likes his job 
somethin' awful. Half-and-Half helps him 
ke^ it. Gill pays him with feed and clp'es 
and a little ammunition. Gill didn't aim for 
Half to kill Lem Singleton and the Hysinger 
boy. That was, yuh might say, a sHp-up." 

"He killed Buddy Hysinger?" Ward asked, 
wanting it in plain words. 

"Yes, yes! But don't talk about it!'-' Tyle 
was getting shrill. "I saw it! Twisted! Whew, 
he mighty nigh grabbed me, too!" 

Tyle choked, and his small body shook un- 
controllably. Ward waited for him to get 
collected. 

"Where does he think he's takin' us now?" 
he asked then. 

"Up to his look-out. His cave, where he 
dens up. He likes to take his catches there. 
Same as a housecat takes in the chipmunk 
it's killed." 

Ward breathed, craned his neck to look 
at the ranch roamer. The giant was just 
stopping, looking back along the trail, his 
great dirty hand at his ear. He lifted his 
flaring nostrils and sniffed the breeze, then 
whipped around at Ward and Tyle with 
glittering, suspicious eyes. He saw them 
sitting their saddles showing nothing more 
than curiosity at his actions, and turned back 
to look and listen, and smell the air, 

"He's heard somethin'," muttered Tyle. 

Half-and-Half shooed them on again, with 
some urgency now. 

"Move — move — go tm," he ordered in 
Mexican. 

The path was twisting and climbing. The 
horses were laboring. Then the trail split 
unexpectedly. Tyle thumbed toward it and 
said it went around the head of a canyon. 

Immediately the track they were on fell 
away on the left Ward saw tiiat the giant 
stopped again, listening with both hands to 
his ears, the guns held against his ribs with 
his elbow. When he turned on them again 
he yelled excitedly: 

"Acclentr.' Aeelerar! Hurry!" 

He snatched up a rock and threw it. It hit 
Ward's horse. The animal jumped, and all 
but slid off the trail, down the pitching slope. 

"He shore hears somethin'," said Tyle. 
" Who'n thunderation can be comin'?" 
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CHAPTER VI 

Retribution 

' N INCREASING excite- 
ment H a 1 f - a n d-Half 
drove them on, throwing 
^AlTfc _.^^| I rocks, growling, cursing 
jy^/^fyj^ I I monotonously in a gar- 
I A'KSr bled lingo. The path 

widened, then they 
moved along a ledge. 
They came to caves 

IHHHHMHHH rocky wall. The drop, 
almost straight down, 
was a hundred feet. Ward thought. Then 
swiftly it became two hundred feet down 
the talus slopes to the bottom of the canyon. 
The narrow summit trail showed above them, 
against the blue sky. 

"That lets this here wolE out to Mexico," 
said Tyle. "He won't go any farther than 
this." 

And at once Half-and-Half called for them 
to stop. The horses were fearful of the nar- 
row shelf. Half-and-Half's huge smoke- 
blackened, greasy hands half pulled Ward 
from saddle. Tyle jumped down hastily. 

HaK-and-HaU slapped the trembling, 
excited horses into a tiny brush cove, ges- 
tured the mei;! into a cave just high enough 
for to stand, and stood with his back to 
the opening to keep them in. The animal 
smell of him was sickening. 

The cave was a sotmd-eatcher. The giant 
no longer listened with hand to ear. Even 
Ward began to hear voices dimly, and heard 
the sounds of horses on the rocky trail. 
Suddenly the hairy rags-and-tatters tossed 
all the guns over the cliff. Ward heard them 
clatter far below. The giant was almost 
dancing in excitement and anger. 

Ward caught a movement on the opposite 
side of the canyon. It was no more than a 
hundred feet away but was on the morning- 
shade side of the deep cut. 

"Riders have gone along that other path," 
Tyle whispered. "Seems like forty of 'em, 
altogether. Who'n thunder can they he? 
Rangers after us is aU I can think of." 

Ward made out two or three riders in the 
shady brush just as the half-breed snatched 
up a stone and flung it with a crazy shout. 
It flittered in the sunlight clear across the 
gash, and may have hit q horse, for one 
squeale4< 

Thrai. a horseman Ippeared on the ledge. 



nearly a hundred yards away. It was Noone 
Gill. He came spurring on at top speed and 
began to motion violently, as if to send HaK- 
and-Half on. 

"Go on, you fool!" he called out in Spaoish. 
"Get going! Over the top, there, you accur- 
sed ape!" 

But the "ape" made no move to flee. In- 
stead he ran forward a little way, shaking bis 
huge fist at Gill. 

"You bring men here!" he cried. "You 
bring the law to catch me!" 

He hurled a rock. Noone Gill dodged it 
and yelled again for the giant to run. Over 
the top! 

Then Gill, in a wider spot of the ledge, 
wheeled his horse. Another rider came into 
sight. Tom Dakin. 

"Cuss yuh, Dakin!" Gill bawled. "You 
showed 'em the way here! You turned , 
'em on me!" 

"Not tin after yuh told 'em I killed the Hy- 
singer button!" Dakin flung back. "Yuh 
low-down coward, why didn't yxih keep yore 
mouth shut!" 

"Come on, Tom!" Gill shouted. "We can 
make it over the top. Hiey mustn't see flie 
ape." 

Dakin came on in a burst of speed. When 
he was three or four horse-lengths away 
Gill lifted his six-gun and fired three times. 
Dakin threw up his arms, fell backward from 
the saddle of his rearing horse, struck the 
edge of tiie ledge and disappeared from si^t. 

Gill dragged his own horse around and 
came on, shouting for the ape to run. But 
Half-and-Half, in a mouthing fury, trotted 
toward GiU. Gill tried to shout orders to the 
man. But the giant set his right hand against 
Gill's horse, his left against the cliif wall, and 
heaved with his mighty shoulders. 

Gill and his horse shot off the ledge and 
downward, out of sight. There was a wail- 
ing cry, a thick thudding sounds a rattle of 
rocks, then startled silence. 

The giant came running back. Ward and, 
Tyle were out of the cave now. Past Half- 
and-Half's huge shoulders Ward saw an- 
other rider coming up the ledge path. Worth . 
Hysinger! He shouted at her, but the bulk- 
ing body of the half-breed seemed to block- 
ade his voice. The man's hands were reach- 
ing. 

"He'U twist yuh— he'll twist yuh!" Tyle 
shouted in terror. "He'll break yore back 
and throw yuh over!" 

Ward set his back against &e sunlit rock 
waU. I^tlf-and-Half stopped in front'of him, 
grimadng ia animad hatred WaxA lifted ia$ 
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knee, shot his right boot out against the man, 
and shoved. 

Half-and-Half staggered backward. One of 
his naked feet went over the edge. Then the 
o#ier. He dropped, but caught with one el- 
bow and one hand. Then he was coming up 
again. 

A shot sounded from across the canyon. 
Flame lanced faintly in the shade. The giant 
grunted. Slowly his holds let go and he 
toppled backward and out of sight. . . . 

BACK along, the ledge, where the trail 
branched, at the head of the canyon. 
Ward, Tyle, and Worth Hysinger met Moller 
the foreman of No. 6, Sheriff Wallace, a 
deputy sheriff, Blaine, superintendent of the 
great ranch, and Carlos Pompa. 

"Me too," said Carlos, and grinned sheep- 
ishly at Ward. 

Finally Warren Abbott rode slowly up, a 
rifle across his legs. 

"Lest there be some mistake and wrong 
accusations, gentlemen," he said in his 
stuffed-shirt formality, "it was I who— er— 
shot the — ah — anteial-man that Dakin told 
us abottt. To tidnk that old Flicker fathered 
that thing. I had never known." He regarded 
Ward. "Mr. Nickerson," he said, "I shall 
make trespass charges against you in court 
It is my law of the Medes and Persians, irre- 
vocable." 

"And I'm takin' you in, Mr. Abbott," said 
Sheriff Wallace with relish, "to answer a 
charge of murder — shootin' that feller." 

"Certainly," said Abbott. "A formality we 
must all go through with. I haven't the 
faintest apprehension but that the jury will 
clear me. My shot saved the lives of Mr. 
Nickerson, no doubt, and of the other man — 
Tyle, is it? Besides, the brute-aoian was a 
trespasser on my country." 

In town, the justice of the peace fined 
Ward a dollar and remitted the costs. War- 
ren Abbott used his influence and was quick- 
ly tried for murder at a special term of court. 
He wanted to get it off his mind so he could 
go to the cities. As was to be expected, the 
jury found him not guilty, without leaving 
the box. Abbott iJianked the jurors, not 
especially for freeing him, but with a nod for 
spending their time. Then he turned to Ward, 
who was present as a witness. 
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"Mr. Nickerson, I am in ^ need of a chief 
range rider on the JRod-and-Compass. I 
offer you the job. Practically speaking, you 
may name yoxir own salary and other anolu- 
ments." 

It was one of the big surprises of Ward's 
life. A train of thought started up. To be 
next to the superintendent in pay and im- 
portance on the great Rod-and-Compass 
ranch, to be associated with Warren Abbott 
and his "empire" and the fam:e of it, sui^ as 
it was! And a lifetime job. 

Ward looked around and met Worth Hy- 
singer's gray eyes. They were neither nega- 
tive nor aflSrmative, but just steady. 

Ward turned back to the big, .weit^ 
ranchman. He shook his head. 

"Reckon not, Abbott. I've got my own 
little ranch to look after, and I'm takin' over 
the manag«nent of the Hysinger place. 
They'll take all my lime. And anyhow, Td 
rather be outside the wire." 

Ward and Worth rode home together. 
Albert Tyle was with them. Ward told her 
he was hiring l^le to work on the Hysraiger 
place. 

"Only," said the little man, "I aim to go 
back to that town and clear myself with the 
law about shootin' Lee Hyatt It was in self- 
defense. He fired first." 

"I can swear to that," said Ward. 

"Just want to have a clean record," said 
Tyle, "so's not to be a shadder flittin' to and 
fro the rest of my days." 

"There's one thing I want very much to 
know," said Worth Hy^nger. "I saw Gill and 
Dakin and the wild man go over the diff, 
down into the jungle of laurel and wild 
mahogany. I saw the loose talus rock cover 
them. Was — is that what happened to 
Buddy?" 

"Yes'm," said Tyle frankly, and Ward 
nodded. 

"I'm glad to know," she said gently. She 
looked at the long wire stretching through 
the coimtry, glittering and winking in the 
sunlight "I won't hate it so much now," she 
said, "since Abbott wasn't exactly to blspne 
about Buddy." 

And when, she looked around at Ward, he 
knew tfiat the scorn was gone from her eyes, 
or from his own inmgination, if that was 
where it had been aE the tee. 
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OLD TIMER 

By STEPHEN PAYNE 

Veteran lanchman Whitey Sloan thought he'd try iarmin 
stuff, but you can't teach an old cow dog new tricks! 



WHITEY SLOAN, known as the Old 
Timer on ihe 7 X outfit's range, 
had rehearsed what he was going 
to say to the boss. But somehow when he was 
alone with Bill Dawson in the small ofBce. the 
words stuck in his throat. Whitey had worked 
for this grand old man so many years that all 
his interests in life were tied up with Dawson 
and the 7 X. Breaking away was — well, 
heaps tougher 'n he figured. 

He shifted from one booted foot to the 



other, fingered his thin gray mustaiche, 
tugged his droopy old hat down on his bald 
head, and finally iished a letter from the in- 
side pocket of his unbuttoned vest and shoved 
it at the grizzled ranchman who was regard- 
ing him with a sharp and suspicious interest. 

"Read it! It's the second one I've got from 
oF Jim. The first set me thinkin'. Jim's got 
the right idea. This one sort of clinched it" 

Bill Dawson scanned the letter quoted 
from it: 
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"I'm living with my daughter, her husband 
snd their kids on a little farm and it's sure 
an old man's dream. You'd love it, Whitey, 
like I do, and Fm hoping you'll buy in with 
me. 

"This Jim Anson was a liding partner of 
yours in tibe old days?" ihe rancbiiuai in- 
quired. 

"That's right, Bill. In them good old days 
even before I met up with you." Whitey's 
^es of washed-out blue were suddenly 
bright. "Sa-ay, lemme tell you some of the 
things me and Jim went ihrough together 
when we was wild yoimg punchers." 

"Another time. You're planning to settle 
down with Jim on a farm? On a farm?" 

The pretty speech Whitey had planned was 
lost as completely as a bf^c rider with a 
loose saddle. 

"Why, yes," he stammered. "You sei^ a 
man's jus' got to stop a-workin' for wages 
and pitch a camp of his own some day." 

He squirmed uncomfortably, for he had 
helped Dawson build up the 7 X from scratch, 
and now Bill Dawson's piercing eyes were 
hard to meet 

"Hiere's been lots of talk lately about old 
men "knocking off to take it easy.* " A smile 
creased the corners of the old man's firm 
mouth. "As if that was the smart thing for 
'em to do." 

"That's right," Whitey agreed quickly. 
"These yearlings I'm workin' with, Bill, keep 
remindin' me how ancient I'm gettin' and how 
I ought to get a change said some fun before 
I kick off. That, along wifli ol' Jim's letters, 
kinda got me. Not as I really think of my- 
self or of Jim Anson as bein' old. Thirty 
years ago he got married, and I'd lost all 
track of him tUl his first letter. In it he said 
he'd lost his wife and had one dau^ter. This 
second one told more. Jim and me used to be 
awful close, Bill." 

Dawson nodded. "Have you told tihe boys 
you're quitting 7 X?" he asked. 

"No, sir!" Whitey said with emphasis. "I 
could take their razzin' all right, yet it'll be a 
heap sight simpler if I dodge it Curly'd be 
slappin' his leg and chucklin' fit to bust a rib. 
'So cow ptmchin's a dog's life, Whitey? Reck- 
on there's a heap of dog about you, you've 
always took to it so strong.' Lot of that sort 
of stuff, boss. If you'll give me my wages, 
I'll slip out quiet and you'll tell the bunch 
'So long' for me." 

Dawson frowned, before he spoke. 

"You've got real money coming, old timer, 
and I'm a bit short, so suppose I give you one 
thousand dollars now, and after I ship some 
berf—" 
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"Sure," Whitey agreed briefly. 

Some moments lat^ he pocketed a big roE 
of bills and his voice was husl^ .as he 
squeezed Bill Dawscm's hand hard. Tiiming, 
he hurried at his rolling, stilted cowboy walk 
across the dark yard to the stable, and led 
out his own private saddle horse, a leggy 
roan. 

WTNKNOWN to the other cowboys and 
WJ randbi hands, he had earlier packed a 
war sack with a few precious items and 
cached it in a manger. He retrieved the sack 
and tied it in front of his outmoded saddle, 
behind which slicker and coat were tied. 
With a queer lump in his scrawny thj-oat and 
a mist in his eyes he somehow could not wipe 
away with his bandanna, he swung up and 
prodded the roan out of Ihe 7 X yard 

"Doggone! If it wasn't for ol' Jim beggin' 
me to come join him, I couldn't cut 'er. He's 
plvunb right though. Feller my age is 'bout 
through. Got to have a little oampin' s^pat he 
can call his own home." 

The silent stars that had winked under- 
standingly upon the old hand on a thousand 
different nights while he circled Itround a 
bedded herd, now looked austerely on the 
slouch hat and warped shoulders and bat 
wing chaps of the man riding away from the 
ranch and range he loved. 

The stars were still bright when he took 
the Indian Trail over the great mountain 
range. Some day a hi^way would run here, 
but now it was nothing more than a game 
and pack horse trail, yet one to shorts 
Whitey's long journey to what he caBsd"lhe 
Valley," by fifty miles. 

By sundown of the next day he had put 
the smell of wild flowers and of pines be- 
hind him; he had put the mountains be- 
hind him, and all of the terrain had changed. 
Here the road ran between wire fencies, and 
plowed fields rolled away to right and left. 

He saw sma'll bands of sheep, and more 
hogs and chickens than he'd imagined were 
in the whole world. He smelled alfalfa and 
fruit orchards and there was a strangeness 
about the neat frame buildings. Too darned 
civilized, and what a gosh awful lot of them! 

The horses were all big work teams, fat 
and strong, and quite unlike the cayuses cow- 
men used for saddle stock. The cattle? Small 
dairy herds, all right in their way, and neces- 
sary, too. But to a fellow who never milked 
a cow if he could avoid it, axti had wrsi}gled 
the wild Texas cattle long years ago and Ihen 
had seen them grow into the fine beef hetdst 
dairy cows just weren't real cattle. 

At dmk he rode into the town of VaOej^. 
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Fdlowing its main street he felt eyes, both of 
pedastrians and of farmers in buggies and 
wagms and automobiles, ht*vy on him. It 
was as if K« was a curiosi^, something out 
of the past. Like an ox team and covered 
wagon, like a herd of buffalo, like a mountain 
trapper, like — why, like a cowpuncher of the 
old trail- driving days — a survivor of an era^ 
which in this fertile land was gone forever. 
' At hcKne he hadn't felt out of place, or out 
of time, but here he felt acutely selfxcon- 
Re didn't b«l^g! 

The iosa fumed in at a livery stable where 
the chubby yoimg hostler gave horse and 
rider a long, appraising stare. 

"When you get done gawkin', tell me 
where-at's Jfan Anson's place?" Whitey said, 
annoyed. 

"Anson? Oh! He's the old grandpa who 
lives with Tom Calloway. Let's see now, 
where is Calloway's farm? You better stay 
here tonight and hunt it up by daylight." 

"Reckon I had," Whitey agreed. And 
under his breath, "I got to get used to this 
and make new friends." 

However when he left town soon after sun- 
rise he still felt as lost as a lone steer on a 
sheep range. He had known this lower 
country would be warmer than the moun- 
tains, but he hadn't expected the heat to sort 
of wrap itself 'round him. The air, too, 
seemed to have absorbed all the smells of 
growing things and to rest heavily on the 
man and his horse. 

Nevertheless, anticipation bri^tefned his 
leathery face when at last he turned off the 
road through a wire gate to a set of build- 
ings bordered by shade trees. In the back- 
ground was an apple and cherry orchard, and 
&ier9 were chickai houses and hog pens, a 
huge bam and, sho' 'huff, a herd of milk 
cows gceaiag in a pasture Whitey Sloan 
would have called a good-sized corral. 

The frame house had recently been painted, 
so its white walls and red roof looked mighty 
neat. A tawny cat fuzzed its tail and scuttled 
out of sight as if the old timer and his horse 
were enemies, and a little girl stopped her 
play with her small brother to stare at him 
as if he was something from a story book 
which she haeteH actually believed real until 
now. 

"Hi, kids? Where's your grandpa?" It 
wouldn't be loi^ now before he saw old Jim! 

"He's laying down," the ^rl said. 

"What's that?" said Whitey very aharply. 
"How come?" 

A young woman with something white 
bound around her dfirk hair came from the 
clumy cai^iwi^ She ivras a right .well set-i^ 
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girl with pink cheeks and nice blue eyes, and 
she carried two large baakete td ehniTiev 
easily as if she'd been a men. 

She looked af the cowman with patant 
astonishment as iie swung down a bit stiJBy 
and advanced wiUi his dust-coated hat in his 
hand. ' 
"I take it you're June Calloway?" 
"I'm Mrs. Callqway," the woman said 
briefly as if to set this stranger in his place. 

A Bttle of Whitey's warmth and joy at 
meeting Jbn's daughter went out of but 
his grin didn't vanish. 

"Happens Fm your daddy's old time part- 
ner, Mrs. CaDoway. You've heard him talk 
about Whitey Sloan?" 

"Oh! Whitey! Talk about you! I should 
say he does. He's been hoping you'd come. 
You'll find him in, through the living room, 
first door to your right. But don't excite 
him." 

HITEY shuffled into the house, turned 
through the door at his right, and 
stopped and stared wide-eyed at the rather 
fleshy man stretched out on a bed in a tiny, 
airless room. The man's eyes were closed. 
He was white-haired, and his furrowed old 
face had an unnatural color, as if he stayed 
too much indoors. Jim Anson all right, but 
gosh! he'd changed! Whitey had been re- 
membering him as of thirty-odd years ago. 
Now shock ran through him and left him 
strangely disturbed. 

Jim's ^es iSieked open and he bounced eS 
the bed. 

"Whitey," he yelled. "You thunderin' old 
boss thief! Am I glad to see you. Put 'er 
there!" 

"Same here! How you makin' out, you 
long-homed son of a coyote?" 

For ^ee minutes they loudly insulted one 
anotiier, and then Whitey asked, "What you 
layin' round this way for?" 

"Aw, just off my feed a little. I'll be hunky 
now. How you like this place? Look, through 
this window you can see the.mountains. And 
it's so quiet. Just the place for us to settle 
down in our old age." 
June Calloway's shadow darkened the door. 
"Daddy," her troubled voice warned, "yoa 
mustn't get excited." 

"Heck! Stop worritin' about what that pilU 
pusher said, Jvme. Now Whitey's here, I'm 
rarin' to go. Let's put your horse in tihe barn 
and I'll show you 'round." 

And with the enthusiasm of a youthful 
cowboy showing off his new saddle to his 
comrades, Jim Anson showed his old friend 
liie famu Alfalfa heie, small grains HMn, 
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vegetables yonder, and of course WMtey had 
noticed the berry bushes and fruit trees. 

Tom Calloway had bought in with Jim 
when Tom married Jime nigh six years ago. 
Tom was sure a hustler. Today he was help- 
ing a neighbor, so he in turn woiild get kelp 
harvesting alfalEa, but he'd be home come 
evenin'. Three years back the grasshoppers 
had eaten everything on the farm, every 
danged thing, and was that a socker. It had 
put 'em in debt all over again. 

"Now that's just like the cow business," 
said Whitey. "A feller thinks he's got it 
made, Uien conies a hard winter or a drought 
or— 

"Yeh, yeh," Jim agreed, and with glowing 
pride he showed Whitey the chickens and 
the hogs and the dairy herd, Whitey pre- 
tending an interest he simply didn't and 
couldn't feel. Not yet anyhow. 

The men had been closely tagged by the 
two small children. Myrtle and tiny Jimmy. 
Their big-eyed wonder and curiosity about 
the queer dressed, odd-looking visitor had 
soon worn off, as well as their awe of him. 
By the time they were turning back to the 
house for dinner, Whitey had Myrtle's hand 
fast in his and Jimmy was perched on his 
shoulder. 

The meal over, June, looking still more 
worried, strongly advised her father to rest 
Jim Anson would have none of it. 

"You want the cherries taken to town. 
Well, me and Whitey'll take them in and sell 
them. Take that dry cow which ain't any 
good and sell her to the butcher, too." 

The two men hitched a team to a light 
Spring wagon and loaded in it the cherries, 
some garden truck and dozens of eggs. 

"I'll get my horse and haze the beef herd 
'long behind your |rub wagon, Jjjta," Wlut^ 
chuckled. 

"Grub wagon? Hi! I've nigh forgot range 
stuff. Been away from it so long. WhereH 
we camp t'night, old timer? Looks like Fd 
have to be the pilot as well as the cook." 

"And me the horse jingler as well as the 
cowpunchin' crew." Whitey laughed. "Reckon 
I can handle that big herd of one cow?" 

"Not on horseback," said Jim, and poked 
the other in the short ribs. "That old bossy 
never seen a cowpuncher on a horse. She'd 
balk and you couldn't drive her no place. 
Well lead her behind the wagon." 

"You mean it, Jim?" Whitey asked blankly. 

Jim did, and presently they were on the 
way with the halteced old Holsteia ira^ng 
behind the rig. 

"Wonder what the 7 X boys and Bill Daw- 
son'd think if they'd see me now?" Whitjey 
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mused. "Salty jerky, how" they'd hoorah 
me! ^ 

The trip was something novel and he really 
enjoyed every part of this new adventure 
exc^t meeting -'^jctor Hamey, who ex- 
hihited deep concern in seeing Jim Anson 
cavorting around like a young man. 

"See here, whatever your name is," 
Hamey said, confronting Whitey, "Ansmi's 
got to take care of himself." 

His tone riled the easy-going old cowhand. 

"Bet you he's happier'n he's been in years. 
Shuckins, Doc, layin' round and imagmfn' 
he's sick'd sure kill him." 

"I can see you're a tough old ran^r who 
wouldn't understand. But didn't Mrs. Callo- 
way tell you that her father's heart — " 

"Bunk!" snorted Whitey. "His heart's in 
the right place, if that's what you mean!" 

As if to prove June's and the doctor's worry 
unfounded in the days that immediate^ 
followed, Jim Anson continued to astonii^ 
his daughter with r«aewed vitaUty and zest 
for life. 

"Your being here is the best tonic imagin- 
able for Dad," June admitted to Whitey. 
"Such wonderful plans he's making lor tifie 
future — with you." 

BUT Whitey soon became aware &at 
Jim's son-in-law, Tom Calloway, did 

not share their glowing plans. The old hand 
had been eager to make friends with the 
young farmer, only to discover that they had 
nothing in common and never would savvy 
one another. But Smoky Hills! how "Com 
could turn off the work! 

Except in caring for the horses Whitey had 
no enthusiasm for this sort of work, though 
he wasn't teUing his friend how thoroughly 
he disliked it. One afternoon when the two 
oldsters were spraying fruit trees and berry 
bushes, Whitey tried to make a game of it. 

"You say they got some kind of bugs? 
Like lice or ticks or scab on cows, eh? Well," 
indicating a small apple tree, "here's a 
mangy yearlin' with his hoofs bogged in the 
mud so we can't haze him through the dip- 
pin' vat. Bring up your spray gun, Jim, and 
we'll douse him right here. Hey, now look 
out he don't hook you!" 

Jim Anson failed to warm up to the game. 

" 'Hook you'? Can't you think of nothin' 
but cows and bosses, Whitey?" 

"Uh? Seems you're 'most as wrapped up 
in this farm work as Tom. And sa-ay, seems 
to me, Tom and June never stop workili' 
never, never get through." 

"What of it, Whitey? The chores must be 
done before breakfast and aft^ sup{^. Aj^ 
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June has to patch and darn and make clothes 
for the kids ^k&aievest she gets a iniiujta 
besides." 

"Ye-ah?" drily. "I thought I'd seen randi 
WQiniai chained to jobs, hut I hadn't seen 
nothin*. Don't June never get any fun op-^" 

Jim straightened from pumping the Splay 
gun, gazed toward the neat house. 

"Well," he said "me and Tom figured she 
was 'titled to a nice home, so we got that 
shack worked over and painted this spring." 
He mapped his fingers with annoyance. "A 
mistake, when we ditbi't have the dough. We 
borrowed a thousand bucks from a neighbor, 
Roy Dagwell, on a demand note. Now he's 
howlin' for it and threatenin' to put aii at- 
tachment on everything that's loose." 

"What the dickens?" exclaimed Whitey. 

"Not as tiaere is much loose," Jim went on 
vn^ stidden rtotcor. "On account of them 
toujilh years, there's a big plaster on this 
place and stock. That Dagwell debt sorta 
eats on June, makes her keep a-humping to 
gather every egg and every cherry and — " 

"Jim," Whitey interrupted impulsively. 
"Happens I can take this Dagwell oS your 
necks. Mon^ never meant a lot to me, 
'cause I never needed much of anything for 
myself. You take this roll and — " 

"No! We— I couldn't take— We got pride, 
ain't we? Forget it, old horse." 

"Keep your shirt on, Jim. Remember you 
mmtioned me buyin' in with you?" 

"Uh-^huk Now I had an idea if we raised 
enough grain and hay this year, we'd feed a 
hunch of lambs. You to buy 'em, Whitey." 

"Thunderation, Jim, you mean steers, don't 
you? I'd get a kick out of feedin' young 
steers. But sheep! You sure have got a long 
way off the trail for an ol' cowman." 

"More money in sheep feedin'," stated Jim 
doggedly. And then, eagerly, "How you likin' 
it, Whitey? Reckon you can plant yourself 
here and be happy like me?" 

"Sure, Jim, sure!" agreed Whitey, but al- 
though he was honestly trying to fit himself 
into this new Ufe, he simply could not wipe 
his old interests out of mind. 

About now' he ought to be drifting the 
yoimg 7 X steers off the flats and back up 
into the hills. Yes, and throwing the cows 
and calves on the Forest Reserve. How were 
the yearling heifers on Blue Fork doing? 
Getting late for poison weed to be dangerous, 
yet a fellow ought to be keeping an eye on 
it in many different spots on the 7 X far- 
flung rsBige. 

Who the Sam Hill was filling his boots 
right now? Doggone ijt! Whoever was taking 
over his job would get his string ei saddle 
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ponies. Jarred on a man somethint temble 
just to think of some otiier geiser tidlRg his 
pet horses! 

At dusk of the next day, he was daw^Ung 
at the stable for a few mtsnents after feeding 
and watering the farm horses and his own 
roan, when he heard voices in the nearby 
cow barn where Tom Calloway was milking. 

"But, Dagwell, we can't pay you." 

"I'm going to get tough if you don't, Tom!" 
Dagwell sounded belligerent 

"Aw, lay off me!" Tom retorted. "Can't 
you see I've got an awful load? Interest and 
taxes and grub Wh and the old man to 
take care of." 

"Yeh?" said Dagwell. "Yet I seen Jim 
busyin' himself a heap lately. Who's tha 
other old freak?" 

Whitey Sloan doubled his right fist 

"Old freak!" 

"Friend of Jim's," said Tom. "And though 
I don't want to beef, it's Jim's fault that 
June and me have got that old pensioner 
boarding on us. He's no darned good at farm 
work and never will be." 

" 'Pensioner boarding on us.' " Wliitey 
gritted. "Doggone his hide, I'll-^No, I won't! 
Punchin' his npse'd make lihings heaps 
worse." 

SILENTLY he moved away from the 
stable and on to the house. It was the 
hour for his customary gab fest with old 
Jim, when, eyes aglow, they relived adven- 
tures of long ago^ But tonight Jim Anson had 
put himself to bed and, judging from his low 
moans, he seemed to be in pain. 

"Matter, old head?" Whitey asked soHcit- 
ously. Bending closer, he added, "Don't you 
know me?" ^ 

"Sure," mumbled Jim, yet Whitey realized 
his mind was far {torn clear. 

With a sudden happy idea taking shape in 
his own mind, the old hand gfot a tablet of 
paper and a pencil. 

"Little somethin' I want you to put down 
on paper just like I tell it to you, Jim." 

The man's hand shook a good deal as he 
wrote what Whitey dictated and eventually 
signed his name. 

"Know what you said, Jim?" Whitey asked, 
when he had the tablet again. 

"Eumnn," Jim mumbled. "Let me feel 
your hand, Whitey. You 'member that black 
night when you and me was tryin' to — to — 
It's like that now. Dar'j. Awful dark." 

The voice trailed off ali*d Whitey felt Jim's 
hand go limp in his. A lump welled in his 
throat choking him, and ihesa. he heard 
Myrtlib at t^e door. 
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"Grandpa asleep, Uncle Whitey?" She 
asked. 

"Asleep? Yes honey, he's asleep. He'll 
sileep a long, long time. S'pose you go call 
your mama while I make talk on the tele- 
phone. Though what good the doc can do is 
more'n I know 

Three days later Whitey saddled his roan 
and tied his war sack in front of his saddle. 
Then he stopped and gathered Jimmy and 
Myrtle, one in each arm. They were tearful 
now, not because Grandpa was gone^ but be- 
cause they knew Unde Whitey was leaving 
them and the farm. 

"See what I've got for you," soothed the 
old hand. "Boy-size quirt I braided myself 
for you, Jimmy; braided belt that'll just fit 
you, Myrtle." 

The children were finding joy in these 
wondeiful presents when June Calloway 
walked over to Whitey and his horse. She 
was dabbing at her eyes and she had trouble 
with her voice as she began to speak. 

"I can't begin to thank you for all you did 
for Dad those last days of his life. I'm sorry, 
too, that Tom and I were so busy we didn't 
seem to have ■dme to be friendly. Is it too 
late to tell you ihit you helped me? Helped 
me so much?" 

Whitey held out his hand to June. 
"I'm mighty glad if I was of some use. 
Nothin' turned out like Jim and me figured, 
yet maybeso things'll be a mite easier for 
you from now on, June." 

"Oh, they will, Whitey. They wfll! You 
see. Daddy gave us the nicest surprise! 
Among his things was a note he'd written, 
saying he'd been holding out some money for 
an emergency. A 'cache' he called it. The 
note told where we'd find it, buried in a tin 
can." 

"Well, I never!" exclaimed Whitey. "Jus' 
like good ol' Jim. Fifty, sixty dollars, may- 
be?" 

"You'll be surprised, too! Dad left us nine 
hundred dollars! Almost &mx^ to pay off 
DagweH!" 

"I know how you and Tom want to get 
that skinner off your necks, June, so take 
this hundred bucks. Yes, you must take it. 



and let it halfway pay fot my board and 
keep I never reaUy ^ariied. Good-by and 
good luck." 

He stepped spryly into his saddle and 
kicked the roan into a lope. 

Bill Dawson was a night owl. At one 
o'clock in the morning he was in his den 
reading a mystery story when somebody 
rapped softly, and he heard, "Hi, Bill!" 

The cowman opened his door and saw 
Whitey Sloan blinking his washed-out eyes 
in the glare of light. There was the dust of 
a long trail on hinii and his weariness some- 
what dimmed the eagerness and the ^ow t)£ 
anticipation on his lined old face. 

Dawson indicated a chair, and chuckled 
inaudibly before he said, "I thought you'd 
pulled up stakes for good, Old Timer." 

"Well, well," stammered Whitey, and then 
blurted, "You see, BiU, ol' Jim cashed in and 
I couldn't go that farmin' stuff without him. 
So I— So I—" 

"Sorry to hear about Jim," Bill Dawson 
said, and waited for the cowhand to go on. 

"So I," said Whitey desperately, "dropped 
back here just to — to tell whoever you put 
in my place some things about the range, and. 
the cattle, that a new man had ought to 
savvy." 

The ranchman's eyes were twinkling as 
he nodded. 

"That's fine. You've got some new plans 
for yourself, Whitey?" 

"We-U, we-lL Sure I'm figurin' to— Bill, 
who-'s fillin' my boots here on 7X?" 

t>awson coiddn't go on with the game. He 
clapped a hand on the knotty old timer's 
shoulder. 

"Nobody! And nobody's thrown a saddle 
on one of your string of ponies." 

"Nobody!" echoed Whitey, eyes and face 
Ughting. "Nobody!" Joy lifted his voice, 
"Bill, does that mean—" 

"It means exactly what you think it does! 
I knew you'd be back." 

"Uh? Old sockSj you couldn't have knowed 
that. Not for sure nohow." 

"Not for sure?" Dawson Was laughtog at 
him. "Whitey, you can't teach an old dawg 
new tricks, and you're an old cow dog!" 
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HAD A WORD 

By CHUCK STANLEY 




ONE DAY the pilgrim starolled down 
from the bunkhouse for another gab 
session with the old maverick, and 
was surprised to find that the "mossy-hom" 
was lively and chipper. Instead of meeting 
hiin on the porch of his little ^ack, &e old- 
timer was leaning against the pole corral, and 
saying: 

"Son, I figger I've been riding the hurricane 
deek of a rocking chair just about long 
enough! Today I scheduled a palaver on 
some of the wildfiowers and trees of this 
here Southwest country, and I reckon the 
best way to show you what I mean is to 
fork a bronc and hit out onto the prairie. 
Most folks figure there's nothing colorful or 
poetic about sage and cactus, but I hope to 
confound them unbelievers." 

Nature ot First Hand 

■ The young tenderfoot was eager to learn 
about the beauties of Nature at first hand, 

and under the guidance of such an ex- 
perienced teacher, particularly since this was 
one side of the cowboy lexicon o^ wwds that 
he had not even scratched. 

They rigged a couple of easy-going ani- 
mals, and were soon putting out of the ranch 
yard and moving acioss the home graze 
toward the stretches of prairie and desert 
beyond. When they were well away from the 
buildings, and surrounded by the growth of 
the range, the old-timer began: 

"Most folks speak about the cactus coun- 
try as though it were a desert, but if you're 
a clever range rider or 'desert rat', you can 
often made the cactus county take care of 
you." 



lite cow-country paMsrch pointed out a 
"prickly peiar" cactus, and they paused so 




that the "Arbuckle" could examine it. "The 
'prickly pear' is sometimes known as the 
'Indian fig', and like the fruit of a good many 
cacti, can be used as a food. Most of you 
Easterners are familiar with the "prickly 
pear' cactus, because it's the one people have 
a habit of planting in a bowl of sand or 
pebbles and sticking in the kitchen window," 
The pilgrim was delighted with this infor- 
mation, but amazed when he learned that 
there were about two hundred and fifty 
species of "prickly pear." He was more than 
surprised, too, to discover that the plants 
produced interesting yellowish and reddish 
ydllow flowers. 

Th« H«dg«-Keg Cactus 

His attention was next called to a round 
cactus with many spmi» sticking out at all 
angles, and with yellow and rose flowrav 
on the top. * 

"Got a name for that?" asked the <dd- 
timer. 

"Looks like a pineapple to me," laughed the 

tenderfoot. 

"That's pretty close," agreed the "mossy- 
horn," "but the waddies call it 'hedge-hog' 
cactus. If you've rim into any of them little 
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aaiinalSi yolill receffEiise the connection. 
There are eight or nine types of 'hedge- 
hog' for your horae to run into or spiU you 
onto, depending on the calibre of yova rid- 
ing." The range mentor chuckled. 

Named According to Shapes 

The young pilgrim then learned that a 
good niany of ^e cactiOS plants, described in 
the Natural History books by long Latin 
names, derived their Western popular de- 
scriptions from the shapes they took. 

One of the more familiar of these was the 
"barrel" cactus, which was shaped something 
like a beer barrel, and the liquid that could 
be squeezed from the pulp inside often meant 
the difference between life and death to wad- 
dies lost in the desert. 

AnoUxer colorful cactus plant was the so- 
called "organ cactus", which sent up twMity 
or thirty tnmks of varying heights and 
widths hetym a single base, with the result 
that the full-grown plant looked like a 
church organ with its varied pipes. 

"What's that tall tree over there?" asked 

the "Arbuckle" as they resumed their riding. 
" "That's a mesquite," replied the old-timer. 
"Most folks think that a mesquite is a little 
scrubby thing, and most times it is. But you 



let one of them trees stick its roots down into 
wet ground, like along some of the big rivers 
in Texas, New Mexico and Arizona, and it'U 
shoot up to fifty or sixty feet. You've heard 
teU of how them meat packers in Chicago 
can get everything out of the pig but its 
squeal, when they go into the slaughter- 
house. Well, I reckon this here mesquite is 
just about the same to the Mexicans and In- 
dians in the Southwest." 

The old-timer then went on to explain how 
the tree was called the "honey pod" after the 
long seed cases from four to nine inches in 
length which supplied the popular "mesquite 
beans." These were the important raw ma- 
terials that often went into the famous Mexi- 
can "frijoles" or other bean cUshes. 

Mesquite Shoots 

Early in the Spring, range cattle frequent- 
ly fed oa "mesquite shoots", the young, ten- 
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der green seedings that later turned Into 
greenish, fragrant flowers. The mesquite also 
supplied fud and Bifllding meiterials in the 
desert. 

When a newcomer arrives in Ihe range 
country, his more experienced neighbor takes 
him on a wood-foraging expedition. Much 
of the best wood is in the root system which 
often sends dozens of roots down into the 
ground as f sir as sixty- feet in search of irater, 
and when this wood is cut, it makes good 
building and fencing materials. 

Many a Western cormnunity can point to 
fence posts, railroad ties, the corner posts of 
adobe houses, furniture, wooden wheels, and 
paving blocks that are made of "mesquite 
roots." And the surplus is turned into fire- 
wood or charcoal. Indeed the mesquite is 
the cowboy's friend. 

Some of the smaller "mesquites" are knovm 
as the "screw-bean" or "screw-pod" mes- 
quites. The chief difference is in the shape 
of the pod which curls up like a screw. How- 
ever when it is straightened out, it has a 
length of from twelve to twenty inches, and 
twice as many beans as the 'lioney-pod." 

The Palo Verde 

The next frontier tree to come to the at' 
tention of our two Mders was the "palo 

verde." 

Our ranch and range student was surprised 
to find that this tree was related to the more 
familiar acacia, ^d that it was .a green- 
iMirked tree with almost no leaves. The 
leaves were about an in<di long, and looked 
very much like locusts or ^asshoppers 
crouching against the "palo verde." For this 
reason they were known to the cowboys' as 
"honey-locust" leaves. 

The tree had beautiful flowers, however, 
which were reminisceat of the little yellow 
roses of the East. 

Another bean-bearing tree that proved in- 
teresting to the young "Arbuckle" was the 
"retama." The horses headed for the 
"retama" tree as though it were a giant 
magnet, and immediately began browMng.Mi 
iSas foUage. The fruit was dark orange- 
brown in color. 

Texas Ebony 

"Now you know why the waddies call this 
tree the 'horse-bean'," laughed the old mav- 
erick. "But look— here's an excellent ex- 
ample of a Texas ebony.' " 

The elderly range rider spurred his ani- 
mal in the direction of the beautiful tree that 
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rose to thirty feet in height along one of the 
blufife lining Ihe river. 

The tenderfoot realized that like most other 
ebonies, this tree supplied wood that was 
valuable for fine cabinet work, and was al- 
most indestructible when it was used 9s 
foundation wood, or oth^wise came in con- 
tact with the ground. 

"This Texas ebony tree sure adds a lot of 
variety to the cowboy's menu," pointed out 
the old-timer. "He has a number of different 
names for its products. For instance, if you're 
hankering for some Texas string-beans' 
youH get them on this tree^ Banc^ cooks 
that are looking for them, pick the pods be- 
fore they're fully ripened, and boil them like 
regular string beans. Then you can have 
'Texas frijoles', which come from the beans 
when they're fully ripened. And if you 
have yotu- taste set for 'Texas coffee', the old 
ebony tree will fill the bill, too." 

"How do you figure that?" asked the 
"greener." 

"Well," explained the "mossy-horn", "these 
here Panhandle and Big Bend 'cocineros', 
they just roast them beans and grind them up 
in a coffee grinder, and the brew you get 
from Ihem is some of the finest you've ever 
tast«r 

The Little Bean Tree 

The "greenhorn" reflected on the assets 
of the Texas ebony, and went along to make 
the acquaintance of a much smaller tree 
nearby. This was the "frijolito", or littlle 
bean" tree. 

Because of the bright scarlet seeds that 
were concentrated around the pods, the cow- 
boys also referred to this representative of 
their rangeland as the "coral-bean" tree, 
like some of the other trees just visited, it 
grew best along stream bwders. 

Nearby he discovered a tree with small 
apples growing on it, and he asked whether 
l^ey w^re good for eating. For answer the 
old-timer plucked several of the apples and 
ate one of them. The pilgrim learned that 
it was a "prairie crabapple" tree, which was 
also known by the name of the "Soulard 
crabapple" tree after the man who discovered 
it , 

The mentor explained to his ardent yovmg 
student that the lives of many of the pioneers 
had been made much pleasanter by apple 
jellies and preserves made from the fruit of 
these trees, and theip close kin, the "wild 
crabatlpW tree, wMch grew nea^^ 
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For Bows and Arrows 

A tree that had supplied many Plains In- 
dians wi& 1^6 raw materials for &eir bows 
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and arrows was the "hackberry". Later on 
when the wagon of the pioneer and the cattle 
trail driver moved along the Indian war 
paths, the cowboys used the wood for axle- 
trees, the spokes and naves of wheels, and 
for making musical instruments. 

"It was a pltunb helpful tree," the old- 
timer declared, and it sure had its other uses 
too. "For instance, the waddy had "hack- 
berry dye' from the roots, and could use it 
to dye his fancy shirts a bright yellow. 
'Hackberry tanbark' was an important item 
in helping to tan the leather for saddles and 
stiirrups, and one way to keep saddles and 
boots plenty limber was by using 'hackberry 
oil', pressed out of the stones of the fruit." 

The young rider was willing to agree that 
this tree, besides the pleasure it gave merely 
by growing ia the desert places, was; a mighty 
biqiortant ra^e asset 

The "Pinon" or "Nut-Pine" 

But there was another familiar term he 
had heard a number of the "waddies" use in 
the bunkhouse, and on the roundup. They 
spoke of many "pinon" trees. He asked the 
old-timer what was meant by that. 

"The 'pinon' is the 'nut-pine' tree," ex- 
plained the mossback. "There are four of 
them on both sides of the Mexican Border, 
and they are so-called because they supply 
the Indians and Mexicans, and otur own trap- 
pers and ranchers, with seeds or "nuts' that 
are rich in oils, and have good keeping 
qualities that permit storing them throuifh a 
winter." 

The young tenderfoot dismounted from his 
horse, and "ground-reined" the animal, while 
he leaned against one of the trees, and settled 
himself to make notes on the various ad- 
ditions to the cowboy lexicon coming from 
the "pinon" Or "nut-pine" tree. 

He discovered that there was "pinon mush" 
made by pounding the seeds in a stone bowl 
and "pinmi flour", which was a ^er render- 
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mg of tihie crushed seedSi used for making 
"ptoon eakes." 

■The 'liodge pole' pine was al«o an im- 
portant member of the pine ti-ee family," 
declared the old-timer. "Like you know, the 
Indians first used it for building their lodges 
or 'tepees'. The poles were also known as 
'travois' poles, because a pair of them were 
used for the Indian's horse-drawn pack." 

The Useful Tamarack 

He went on to explain that the 'lodge pole' 
pine of the cowboy and Indian is really the 
tamarack tree, and was so useful for the 
Indian, and also as the raw material for cor- 
rals, original^ boUt in rounded form be- 
caiise qf Hie supple trunks of the saplings, 
which permitted them to be bent into a com- 
plete bow without splitting or cracking. 

The sun was sinking toward the West as 
the pilgrim made his notes on the pine trees, 
and picked up the dragging reins of his horse. 
He swung aboard the saddle, and reined 
around to head for home. As he jogged along, 
the old maverick asked: 

"Wbat do you think of the kind of trees we 
have out here in our cowboy desert? A lot 
more useful than you figured, I reckon?" 

The greenhorn laughed, then remarked: 

"From the looks of things, the Indians, the 
Mexicans and the early settlers here were 
able to get about everything they needed out 
of a tree or a bush except something to wear. 
They could build shelters, eat the beans, 
make cakes out of the mash, and even 
coffee." 

Clothes from Trees 

The old-timer puffed on his pipe, leaned 
comfortably to one ade of his saddle 
said: 

'"This here jaunt around among the trees 
and Sowers has just about begun, homVe, 
but I don't want yon to get home tonight 

figuring that the Injuns couldn't get no 
material for clothes out of these trees, be- 
cause it jmt ain't so." 
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"How do you figure that?" the pil^m in- 
quired. 

"Well," replied the "mossy-hom", "Next 
trip out we're going to look over some of 
the wildflowers and things that brighten up 
the life of a cowboy, and make the cows more 
comfortable and contented. Right then, I'm 
going to give you a look at a Western juni{>er. 
Yes-sirree, that's a tree. They talk about 
them Redwoods and Sequoias out there in 
California, but we'E match them right here 
in the Southwest with our Western juniper." 

A Long Life-Span 

The pilgrim was amazed to learn that while 
this tree never grew very tall it did have a 
life spm of more Hian two thousand years, 
and often when most of the tree was ripped 
away or denuded by an avalanche, a single 
root would hold to a soil base, and new shoots 
would come out with each passing season. 

"Them there trees supply the Indians, and 
some white folks with 'juniper cloth'. Some 
of the trappers and Indians call the stringy 
bark 'juniper yam', and it sure works up 
into a useful doth for them who like to use 
it. Of course, with the Indians not quite as 
tough as they used to be, maybe iJiis here 




'juniper cloth' ain't as styhsh as it used to be, 
but the squaws still like to use it to make 
'juniper mats', and 'juniper robes' out of it." 

They were nearing the ranch house as the 
old-timer concluded his remarks on the 
qualities of the jimiper tree and its con- 
tribution to the cowboy's life and lore, and 
the Arbuckle agreed that his ride had been 
definitely interesting and instructive. He 
was already looking forward to his next jaunt 
into the oawboy's wil<liower parage. 
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Hi saw the fiery clow of 
fltrea *y» 



THE MEANEST MAN 

By GUNNISON STEELE 

Sam Radd didn't know which was worse — killing the banker, 
or teJJing the sbeiiii that his own partner had done it! 



SAM RADD was a tall, bony-framed 
man who owned a half-interest with 
Bill Tolliver in a little outfit up in the 
Blacktop Hills. Now, as Radd rode into the 
town of Barrier, his shoulders were slianped 
and there waa a worried light in his mild 
gray eyes. 

As Radd came even with the sheriff's office, 
he glanced through a window and saw Sheriff 
Jard Catwick's heavy figure seated at his 
scarred desk. He started to ride on past, 
then shook his head somberly and reined in 
at the tie-har. His MoV^t^^ts w^e slow and 



heavy as he ^^ounted and entered the 

office. 

Sheriff Catwick was a big, mustached, taci- 
turn man. He had been scribbling on a piece 
of paper, but looked up sharf^ as Sam 
Radd entered. 

"Hello, Sam," he said. "Have a chair," 

Radd nodded, sat down opposite the sherLS. 
He kept turning his floppy old hat nervously 
in his caUused hands. The worry was plain 
on his gray face. - 

"Somethin* on yore mind, Sam?" ^frUS 
Catwick asked. 
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Sam Sadd nodded, aetin, vi^tih. obvious 
r^iictatMS!. 

*Yes, ftere is, Sheriff," he slowly. "I 
ain't slept much for the last ^ee nights." 

"What's the trouble?" 

"Some things a man can rim away from 
or hide from," Radd muttered. "But not 
from hisself. He's got to live \t^l3ti hisself til^ 
he dies." 

"Well, now, I teskob that's a plumb fact" 
The sheriff frowned. "What'n tunket are yiih 
talkin' about, Sam?" 

"About what won't let me sleep. About 
Bill Tdhver." 

"Yore pardner, yuh mean? What's he 
done?" 

"It was him that robbed the bank a month 
ago, and killed old Clay Famum!" Sam Badd 
blurted. 

Sheriff Catwick stiffened, staring at the 
man before him. His eyes narrowed coldly. 

"Yuh shore of that, Sam?" he murmured. 

Sam Radd nodded, dwnb misery in his 
ey«. 

"I wish I wasn'tl Then I wouldn't have to 
be doin' what I'm doin'. I wouldn't have to be 
callin' myself a low-down, blabbin' skui^ for 
tumin' my pardner in to the law." 

"Never mind that! How ytjh know tt was 
Bill ToUiver that done it?" 

Radd hesitated, turning his hat in his 
hands. He looked as if he wished bitterly 
ti^at he could recall the words he had said. 

ONE night a month ago old Clay Farnum, 
president of the Barrier Stockman's 
Bank, had been called to the door of his 
small house where he lived alcme. There a 
hooded figiu-e had jabbed a gun at the bank- 
er, forced him to accompany the hooded man 
through the dark streets to the bank. Then 
he had forced Farnum to open the bank 
vault 

As the hold-up thrust a sheaf of bank- 
notes into his shirt, the old banker had fool- 
ishly attacked him. The hooded man had 
^«shed him to the floor with a blow horn 
'Ms.,:ISfm-^mmh And thra, as the old man lay 
stumed on the bank floor, the bandit had 
deliberately fired a shot into his chest. 

Apparently suddenly gripped by panic, the 
killer had fled from the bank, having taken 
only the single bundle of currency. Famum 
had lived just long enough to tell i^hat had 
happened, thea died. He haMt reeagnized 
the killer. Ftfrthermore, Sheriff Catwick had 
been unable "to unearth a single clue. 

"Speak oui, Sam," the sheriff said sharply. 
"What makes yuh itok it was BiE TolUver 
that done it?" 
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"The night it happen«d,"'|tadd Sfiid slowly, 
"Bill was alone at ^e xsXiBh, Vd gitne off 
into tiie hills to look for a' bunch of iitraya; 
and when night caught me I made camp. Tta\ 
would give Bill his chance." \ 
"But it's not proof." ^ 
"I'm comin' to that. A couple of days after 
it happened, I found this out in the bam 
where likely it had been dropped by acci- 
dent." 

Radd dropped a narrow strip of gummed 
paper on the desk. The papa- was stamped 
with the words, "barrier stockmajt's blank." 
It had been used, the sheriff knew, 'to hold 
together a sheaf of bank-notes. He thought- 
fully jabbed at it with a nendL 

"Is fliat all?" 

"No, it ain't," Radd said doggedly. "If it 
had been . . . Well, Bill TeJliver was in bed 
with fever most of last week. He was de- 
lirious part of the time, and he done consid- 
erable talkin'. I couldn't help hearin' what 
he said, could I? I— well, dang it, he told 
just how he'd done it Robbed the bank and 
killed Famum, I mean. He told whei-e he'd 
hid the money^under some hay, out in die 
barn. I had to be shore, so I went and 
looked." 

"And the money was there?" 

"Yeah, it was. Five hundred dollars, in 
twenty -dollar bills. I heard the bank had 
down the serial numbers of the money that 
was took. Bill wasn't at the house when I 
left this momin', so I got one of the bills md 
brought it along. Here rt is." 

Sheriff Catwick looked closely at the twen- 
ty-dollar bill Radd handed him. Then he 
took from a desk drawer a slip of paper With 
some figures scrawled on it, and compared 
the figures with the serial number on the 
banknote. 

"This is part of the bank money, all right," 
he said grimly. "Anything else?" 

Radd shook his head glumly. "That's alL 
Like I said, I thought about it a long time 
before I made up my mind what I had to do. 
Me and BiU always got along, and I never 
suspected he'd do a thing like that, so when 
I found out I kind of went all to pieces for a 
while. Likely I won't sleep any better now 
than I did before, but anyhow I'll know I 
done my duty." 

"Ain't but one way to do — ^the right way," 
'the sheriff said brusquely. "And yuh'll be in 
line for the thousand-dollar reward the bank 
offered for the capture and conviction of the 
kiUer." 

"I hadn't thought about any reward. It 
was just what was inside me that made me 
come here." 
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"That's up to you, whether yuh want it or 
Hot Naturally, yuhll have to swear to what 
yuh just told itte. Yuh wiffin' to do that?" 
"If I have to." 

"Tlien I'll have a warrant swore out, and 
go bring Bill ToUiver in. Yuh crave to go 
along?" 

"I'd rather not. I— I don't know how I'll 
face BilL After all, he was my partner. No, 

I'll stay here in town." 

"Suit yoreself." Catwick got to his feet. 
"Ought to be back with BiU before night." 

Sam Radd nodded, got up and went out. 
He slowly crossed to a saloon, entered, or- 
dered a' drink. He stared morosely into the 
glass for a long momait h^ore drinking tlie 
whis^. ... 

IT WAS almost sundown when Sheriff 
Catwick got back to town with BiU Tol- 
liver. TolUver was a big, dark-faced man, 
younger than Sam Radd. He rode straight 
in the saddle, looking Willi cold, contemptu- 
ous eyes at those in the street, his manacled 
hands on the saddle-horn before him. That 
was the way BiU ToUiver was — arrogsint, 
confident, his bold eyes heaping insolence 
upon the world. 

Badd watched as the sheriff and ToUiver 
dismoimted before the sheriff's office, and 
w«nt inside. Then he shook his head again, 
went out, and along Uie street. Now that 
the unpleasant task was over, nothing was to 
be gained by evasion or pretense. He went 
into the sheriff's office. 

BiU ToUiver turned and looked at his 
partner. He said nothing, just stared at 
Radd, his lips curling with contempt, a wick- 
ed anger in his eyes. 

"BiU," Radd said slowly, "I don't expect 
yuh to understand what I done." 

"I understand, aU right," ToUiver said 
coldly. "Get out of my sight. I don't Uke the 
stripes down yore back!" 
, "Mebbe yuh're right, BiU," Radd said 
gently, without apparent res^tment "I 
don't know which was the meanest — what I 
done, or what you done." 

"I know who'U have the most regret," 
ToUiver said. "I almost feel sorry for yuh, 
Sam!" 

That, Radd knew, was a threat And BiU 
ToUiver was not the bluffing kind. Despite 
himself, Sam Radd felt a UttLe shiver chase 
along his spine. He tximed and went out 
At the tie-rack he mounted his roan and 
headed out toward the Blacktops that bris- 
tled like the hair on a wolf's back alpng the 
northern horizon. » 

It was long dft» ni^tf all, alibou^ a bsM , 
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moon shone brightly, when he reached the 
Circle RT log cabin ranchhouK that huddled 
in the shadows of giant pines beside a noisy 
Uttle stream. The Circle RT was not a big 
outfit, but it had made money, for Radd and 
ToUiver. Many fertile meadows dotted the 
timbered foot-hills. 

There was just one drawback. Driven down 
from the Ueak hi^ilands by a hard winter, 
packs of hungry, savage wolves were roam- 
ing the foot-hiUs in search of food. A good 
many calves had been lost to the fierce 
beasts, despite the partners' attempts to ex- 
terminate them. ' 

Radd had not eaten since morning, but he 
found that he had small appetite. Suddenly 
reanembering that he had neglected to ask 
Sheriff Catwick if he had found the cached 
bank money, he got up and went to the barn. 
The money was gone. Radd sighed deeply. 
That money was the main piece of evidence 
that would put a noose about Bill ToUiver's 
neck. 

Sam Radd returned to the ranchhouse. He 
sat there in the dark for a long time, wonder- 
ing if he had done the wise thing. . . . 

It was almost noon the next day when 
Sheriff Catwick rode along the dim trail and 
stopped before the ranchhouse. The lawman 
was grim-faced and frowning as he looked 
at Badd. 

"Yuh stay at home all night, Sam?" he 
asked abruptly. 

"I shore did, Sheriff," Radd declared. 
"Somethin' wrong?" 

"There shore as Tophet is. BiU TolUver 
broke out of jail last night!" 

Radd didn't say anything for a moment. 
He had thought about that possibUlty, for 
BiU ToUiver was a niighty hard man to han- 
dle. And every time he had thought about it 
he had felt that cold feeling along his spine. 
For neither was TolUver a man to forget or 
forgive. 

"How'd it happen?" Radd asked. 

"Pried a bar off a window. But somebody 
had to shp somethin' to do the pryin' with. 
Yuh shore yore conscience dicbi't get to 
botherin' yuh?" 

"My conscience has pestered me some, aU 
right, Uke I expected it would. But if yuh 
mean, did I help BiU break jail, I didn't." 

"No, I reckon not" Catwick sighed. "Well, 
anyway, he's gone. Figgered he might have 
headed out here." 

"His best chance, looks Uke, would be to 
head over toward the Big Slates." 

"If he was aimin' at a quick getaway, 
yeah!" said Catwick. 

"What yuh nwaii?" 
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"You know, Sam, well as me, that Bill 

Tolliver— whatever he don? — ^ain't one to 

forget when he's done <£rt." 

just done what I had to do," Sadd said 

stubbornly. "Yuh said yoreself there wasn't 

but one way — the right way." 

"That's a fact Well, anyway, yuh better 

keep yore eye pedbd till he's safe back in 

jaiL" 

"I'll do that, thouf^ I re<^on I can take 
care of myself." 

I^eriff Catwick lifted his hand and rode 
away. 

RADD sat down on the doorstep to 
ponder this new turn of events. But 
pretty soon an imeasy feeling came over him, 
like maybe unfriendly eyes were watching 
him fr<Hn tiie hemming timber. He got up 
rather hastily and v/eat inside. 

He stayed in the house most erf the after- 
noon, his gun close at hand. Radd was not a 
coward, but he just was not taking any 
chances with Bill Tolliver. Likely it wouldn't 
be long before Tolliver was behind bars 
again. 

When he went out near sundown to do up 
the chores he was jittery as a jaybird. Again 
he had that feeling of being watched by un- 
seen and hostile eyes. Once 'nu heard a low 
sound in a nearby lodgepole thicket and 
coiild have swom he saw the figure of a man 
fade beck into the ;^dows. He was glad 
when he got back to house. 

He didn't make a light, but sat there in the 
darkness, straining eyes and ears. But he 
could hear only the wind in the pines, and 
the occasional weird hunting cry of an owl 
and, after a while, the wolves. Sometimes the 
eerie howling was dim and distant, sometimes 
near the cabin. Eadb night the huge pac^ 
goaded by their ancient heritage erf hxmger, 
roamed the timbered ridges. 

Always the melancholy sound had made 
Sam Radd shiver with revulsion. Tonight, 
however, the chant seemed to carry an added 
savagery and m^iace. 

Hie dark room suddenly filled with mov- 
ing, sinister forms. 

Radd got up quickly, struck a match and 
applied it to a lamp. Hurriedly he shaded the 
windows, then barred front and back doots. 
Nerves, he told himself jeeringly — imagina- 
tion — and yet he knew that the danger from 
Bill Tolliver, if he had not been recaptured, 
was very reaL 

He went back into the front room and sat 
down, his gun on a table beside him. The 
wolves continued to howl. 

Hearing a light step behind him, Radd 
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whirled, hand sliding towKwl lile gun. Then 
he got very stilL 

Bill Tolliver stood* in the kitchen dooT" 
way, a cold anile on his lips and a gun ia his 
hand. Tolliver was bar^eaded, his clo&es 
dirty and torn. There was a wicked, ta^xi-' 
less light in his dark eyes. 

"I figgered yuh couldn't stand the dark for 
long, Sam," he said. "I sneaked in the back 
door before yuh lit the lamp. Go ahead, grab 
the gim if yuh'd rath^. It mi^t be ewuitx 
that way." 

"Bill, what yuh waat here?" Radd Rsieed 

hoarsely. 

"I want you! Didn't I say I'd show yuh 
who'd have the most regret? Mebbe 111 show 
yuh who's the meanest, too. Get ba yore 
feet and back against Hie wall!" 

^owly, Radd obeyed. Tolliver moved for- 
ward and took the gun from the table. Th«Q 
he backed to a shelf at the far side of the 
room and took down a bottle half-filled with 
a grayish liquid. Radd Ucked dry hps, his 
eyes widening. 

"Wl»t ys^ aiioin' to do with that, Bill?" 

"Can't yuh guess?" ToUiyer grinned again, 
maUciou^y. "Get that lantem off the nail 
there and light it." 

Again Radd obeyed, :^ark eettainty gnty- 
ing his face. 

"You carry it," Tolliver ordered, when 
the lantem was biu:ning. "Walk out that 
door — and don't ior^t this gun'll be just 
about a foot from yore striped back!" 

"HU, yuh're makin' a bad mistake. I 
didn't—" 

"Move, blast yuh!" 

Sam Radd unlatched the front door and 
went out, carrying the lantem, closely fol- 
lowed by Tolliver. Outside, Tolliver took a 
coiled rope from a nail on the walL 

"That way," Tolliver clipped. "Along the 
creek." 

They walked along the creek bank,* some- 
times in deep shadows, sometimes in bright 
patches of moonlight. Rtdd's mind worked 
desperately, trying to find some way out of 
this predicamoit. He knew that, baning i£ir~ 
ades', he was doomed. There was no mercy 
in Bill Tolliver. Maybe Sheriff Catwick was 
near, stalking Tolliver. But Radd knew that 
whatever faa|^ened Would have to faai^en 
quickly. 

He could hear Tolliver's solid footsteps di- 
rectly behind him. Like, Radd ihought de- 
spairingly, a stalking wolf. The thought made 
him strain his ears. The marauders were 
silent now. . But they were still out there, 
stalking the thickets and ridges, hunip^, salv- 
age. 
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"TSiis'll do," Tolliver said suddenly. ' 

Tbsy had come to a small, timber-hemmed 
clearing a qtiarter of a mile from the ranch- 
house. Nearby a nest of black, broken walls 
towered upward. At an order irom Tolliver, 
Sam Radd placed the lantern on the ground. 

"Put yore back to that tree," Tolliver said, 
motioning toward a pine whose bole was 
thick as a man's body. 

"Bill, yuh can't do this!" Kadd said desper- 

"Can't I?" liie dark man spat "I'll show 
yuh what I can do! Get against that tree or 
I'll blow yuh apart!" 

HIS face pale and set, Radd obeyed. With 
the rope, Tolliver lashed him securely 
to the tree. Then Tolliver took from his 
pocket the bottle containing the grayish liq> 
uid. He uncorked the bottle and deliberate- 
ly sprayed the liquid over Radd's clothes. 

A sweetish odor that was vile and pene- 
trating struck sharply at their nostrils. Sam 
Radd knew very well that the evil-smelling 
stuff was a powerful wolf lure. He knew tliat 
the hunger-driven beasts woiild teM- to 
pieces anything alive even in the vicinity of 
that odor. With it on his do&es, he was as 
good as dead now. 

' "Bill," he pleaded, "don't do this to me. 
Them gray devils'U tear me to ribbons!" 

"That's a fact," ToUiver sneered. "And I'll 
be close by. I'll hear yuh squealin like the 
pig jrah are." 

"Then yuh'll hear me till the day yuh die! 
Yuh won't ever be able to sleep good any 
more." 

"I'll sleep, all right. But I'm givin' yuh a 
chance." 

"What kind of chance?" 

Tolliver took the six-shopter from Ms 
waist-band and removed from it all except 
a single cartridge. Then he stepped forward 
and placed it in Radd's hand. 

"Don't try to use that bullet on me," he 
warned, "because then yuh wouldn't have 
even a slim chance. Yuh can raise that gun- 
muzzle just about to yore middle. If yuh'd 
rather have it that way, it suits me. If I 
hear the gun go oS I'll come h&ck and in- 
vestigate. Don't be in any hurry, Sam. I've 
got plenty of time. Yuh've got just yore 
choice to make." 

He took up the lantern, tinrned and started 
walking away. And Radd cvu-sed him then, in 
a shioll, bitter voice. Bill Tolliver didn't 
pause or look back, but strode on out of tiie 
clearing, the lantern growing dimmer and 
dimmer until it vanished altogether. 

Badd's turade stopp^ sudden^. He stood 
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tense, head on one side, listening. Then he 
heard the sound again — ^the fi^ce, ix&Wi-* 
out howl of a hunting wolf! 

The soimd s^t wild fear leaping through 
Sam Radd. In a sudden frenzy he strained 
at his bonds. But he knew instantly that he 
-was securely trussed, without hope of escape. 
He grew still again, sweat running over his 
face. 

He heard the wolf's howl again, followed 
closely by several others. Were they closer? 
As soon as they caught a whiff of the power- 
ful Itire they would come boimdjng like gray 

demons through the timber, eyes wickedly 
aglare and fangs slavering. The wind made 
a laughing, mocking sound in the pines. Wa- 
ter in the nearby creek made a jeering 
soimd. 

Radd's head jerked up. There were the 
wolves again! And now, without doubt, the 
sounds were closer. And the cries had a dif- 
ferent timbre — shorter, more savage and 
eager, as if the gaunt beasts scented meat. 
Without doubt, Radd knew, the wind had 
wafted to the pack the iiresosiiMe sc^t of 
the lure. 

Sam Radd swore again, peering desperate- 
ly about» the last wild, bitler hope for sur- 
vival fading from his eyes. Sweat ran over 
his face, into his eyes and mouth. The giin- 
butt felt hot to the palm of his hand. 

Now, suddenly, he heard the patter of 
padded feet. He heard savage, whining 
snarls, saw the fiery glow of fierce eyes in 
the shadowy timber. 

"Bill— Bill!" Radd screamed. 

The gun in his hand blazed and roared. 

Obviously BiU Tolliver had been close, for 
he appeared almost instantly, swinging the 
lighted lantern. The slavering wolves slunk 
back into the thickets, snarling and whining. 

Tolliver held up the lantern and looked at 
Radd. The bound man's eyes were wide, his 
f^ce gray and tight vtiHi. i/mxor. His lips 
moved soundlessly. 

"Didn't have the nerve to put that bullet 
where it belonged, huh?" Tolliver sneered. 
"What do yuh want?" 

"I'll do what yuh want," Radd whimpered. 
"Only let me loose. In a few minutes, a doz- 
en guns wouldn't keep them devils from tiff- 
in' me to pieces. Cut these ropes!" 

"I'U cut 'em — after yuh do some taMn'." 

"It'd put a rope about my neck." 

"Mebbe it would. That was yore choice — 
the wolves, or a rope! It's all the same to 
me. Only, this time I won't be baok!" 

He wheeled, started walking swlf^ away. 

"Wait, BiU, vraiti 111 do it— if youH prom- 
ise to let tne go after I've tidked." 



TOLLIVER stopped, turned. 
"I won't do a thing to stop yuh," he 
promised. "If yuh can make a getaway that's 
yore good luck." 

, "I— it was me that killed Clay Famum and 
slole the bank money," Radd whined, "while 
pretendin' to be oS in the hills lookin' for 
strays. I killed him because I thought he had 

recognized me. When I found out the bank 
had down the serial numbers of the money 
I'd taken, I was afraid to try to use it. So I 
got the idea of framin' the whole business 
onto you and collectin' the thousan<i-dollar 
bounty tiie bank had offered." 

"Some*hiii' else," Tolllver said grimly. 
"Yuh remembered that when we went pard- 
ners in the Circle RT, we'd signed a paper 
sayin' that in case either of us died the whole 
outfit went to the one left alive. So, with me 
frained into a hangrope, yuh stood to gain 
not only a thousand dollars but my half of 
the outfit as well." 

"Right," Radd agreed. "Now cut me loose!" 
True to his promise, Bill ToUiver drew a 
long-bladed knife and slashed through the 
ropes that bound Radd. Radd stepped away 
from the tree, flexing his muscles. 
"Remember, yuh promised to let me go." 
"I said I wouldn't try to stop yuh," ToUi- 
ver agreed. 

"But I didn't make Einy such promise," a 
bleak voice rapped, and Sheriff Catwick 
came clambering down from a niche in the 
walls, gun in hand. "Mebbe I won't either, 
Sam, if yuh want to make a run for it. Don't 
figie* yuh'd get more'n a couple dozen jumps 
with that wolf lure on yore clothes." 

Sam Radd had whirled, started to leap into 
the shadowy timber, but now he stopped 
abruptly. The pattering feet were still out 
there, the red-glaring eyes were inching 
closer. Kadd glared from Sheriff Catwick to 
^e grim-faced Bill Tolliver. 

"You two tricked me!" he snarled. 
"That's a plumb fact," the sheriff agreed 
mildly. "Gent wouldn't be much of a sheriff 
if he couldn't tell the smell of a skirak when 
it's up real close. It's bad, tiiou^ when he 
has to furnish the crowbar f&r a prisoner to 
break out of his own jml" He chuckled. 
"I figger we got just about time enough to 
get back on that wall before them four- 
footed deputies of mine and Bill's start snap- 
pin' at the seats of our pants. Or had yuh 
rather stay down here, Sam?" 

Sam Radd was the first to reach the safe- 
ty of &s iiiche. 
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■'Y«h low-down killM," 
the Iteriff Mid, 'ga fm 
jrore gun!" 




MANHUNTERS AIN'T HUMAN 

By SAM BRANT 

Hot anger over a killing thaws Sheiiff Leach's cold heart, 
but nothing can alter the deadly wisdom of his icy stare! 



A TALL, lean man with frozen gray 
features and heatless dark eyes, 
Sheriff Mike Leach sat in his oflEice 
in Apache Wells and watched the rider who 
was coming along the street. He knew the 
rider— stocky, tow-headed Sam Brett, who 
cnmed a little cow out3t over om Bjbckfoot 
Creek. 

Brett, the sheriff saw, seemed in a hurry. 
His roan was sweat-covered, and he was 
angling toward the Mtchrack before the 
sheriff's office. 

Iieaeh grimaced, ^en a man had 
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busirifess with him it usually meant trouble. 
Else they kept their distance. 

"Men," the cold-eyed lawman thought sar« 
donically, "are like wolves, only worse. 
Wolves kill only when they are hungry.'" 

After tying his horse, prett came quickly 
into the office^ lixdtemi^t was itt his pide 
eyes. 

"Sheriff," he said abruptly, without greet- 
ing, "I reckon yuh better get out to Lige 
Taggert's place." 

"Why should I?" the sheriff asked. "What's 
wrong?" s 



"Old Lige has be^ kiUed!" 

Mike Leach's eyes narrowed, but his still 
lace showed no excitem^t at alL 

"Who killed him, and why?" he asked. 

"I don't know. All I know is he's dead. I 
stopped by his place a little while ago — ^aimed 
to buy some hay from him. When I couldn't 
rouse him, I opened the door and looked in- 
sAde. There Lige was on the catte floor, 
stone dead." 

"Mebbe it was an accident" 

"Mebbe— I don't know." Brett drew a 
shaky breath. "I didn^ examine him dose. 
Didn't look like any accident to me, though. 
He was layin' on his face, and looked like 
he'd been shot in the back. He was all messy. 
I — ^well, blood always makes me kind of weak 
to the stomach, so I got out of there quick 
and h^ded for town to tdl you. Who yuh 
reckon could have done it?" 

The sheriff got slowly to his feet. No emo- 
tion at all showed in his eyes. Men said that 
Mike Leach had a block of ice for a heart. 
They said he killed for the brutal pleasure of 
inflicting pain on others. They said his bitter, 
implacable hatred for all outlaws was only 
an excuse for those killings, a mask to hide 
his own wolfish nature. 

"I don't know," Sheriff Leach said curtly 
in answer to Brett's question. "But if Lige 
Taggert was murdered I'U find out who done 
it,iand kill him — or see that he hangs!" 

"Mind if I ride back with yuh?" Brett 
asked. "Lige was a crusly, unsociable old 
coot, but I kind of cottoned to him. He 
pulled me out of a bad tight once with a 
loan." 

"Suit yoreself," the she'.xf said laconical- 
ly. 'Til ride in tai minutes." 

EXACTLY ten minutes later Sheriff 
Leach and Sam Brett rode out of 
Apache Wells, headed north toward old Lige 
Taggert's little outfit at the head of Turkey 
Canyon. Brett had spread the news of Tag- 
gert's death, and the citizens of Apache Wells 
watched the sheriff's departure with eyes 
that were cynical yet held a grudging respect. 

While Mike Leach was not a man who in- 
vited friendship, no one denied that he had 
brought law and order to the county. His 
reputation had spread, and as a rule crim- 
inals steered clear of Apache Wells. 

He was known as "the sheriff who would 
rather kill an outlaw than capture him." 
Cold, taciturn, he had no close friends, and 
if he wsanted any nobo^ knew it On the 
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hail of a killer he was tireless, rderattof^ 
without mercy. 

"Without human feehng or kindness," 
smugly said those who had elected him sfafiriS 
—and fdt glad and safe for the protection 
he afforded th«n. "A manhuater, a killer, 
a human bloodhound," they declared, and 
didn't linger longer than was iieces«U7 te 
his presence. . . . 

It was shortly after noon when Sheriff 
Leach and Brett reached Lige Taggert's run- 
down ranchhouse. Taggert had lived here 
alone in his unclean log cabin, a miserly , sur- 
ly oldster who did not welcome visitors im- 
less they brou^t him profit in some form. He 
raised few cattle, but rather had of late years 
planted most of his acreage in stock feed 
which he stored imtil winter and sold for 
outrageous prices lio his less ftir-sighted 
neighbors. 

Lige Taggert had made money.. And it 
was an ill-kept secret over the range that he 
distrusted banks. The few who had been 
admitted to his cabin hadn't missed seeing 
the old iron safe in a corner of his room. 

Sheriff Leach found things at Taggerfs 
, cabin much as Sam Brett had said. Taggert 
was dead, even more unlovely in dea& than 
he had been in Ufe. He lay sprawled on his 
face on the floor before the old iron safe. 
He had been shot in the back. 

The safe door stood open. Papers wwe 
scattered about Except for a few pennies 
there was no money In the safe. 

"Don't touch anything," Leach told Sam 
Brett curtly. "Stay back out of the way till 
I have a look-see." 

"I didn't touch a thing when I was here 
before," Brett protested. "I was plain scared, 
I reckon. First gent I ever seen who'd died 
by vi'lence." 

The £at, bearded oldster, Leach judged, 
had been dead since some time the night 
before. He looked carefully over the room^ 
There was no sign of a struggle. 

"Whoever done it must have got Lige 
cold," Leach said, as if talking to liimseif. 
"He held a gim on Lige and made him open 
the safe. Then the skunk shot Lige in the 
back, took what money there was, and left." 

"Way I see it," Brett agreed. "Yuh reckon 
he left a trail of some kind?" 

The sheriff didn't answer. He stooped sud- 
denly and took something from the floor 
ahnost under Taggert's body. He glanced at 
the small, shiny object, Ifcen thrust it into 
his pocket. 
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"Find something?!' Brett asked curiously. 

"Empty six-shooter shell," Leach grunted. 

"Figger it come from the killer's gun?" 

'^'Stands to reason, don't it? After shootin' 
Lige the killer must have punched out the 
empty and reloaded, without thinkin' what 
he was doin'. It's mistakes hke that that 
prove all killers are dumh. Well, I reckon 
there's nothin' else to be found here. I'll 
have a look outside." 

They went outside, and the ^eriff started 
nosing about like an old hound dog. It took 
him less than five minutes to find the spot, 
in a cedar thicket a hundred yards behind 
the cabin, where the killer had left his horse, 
to sneak up to Taggert's cabin afoot. To 
Leach's ejqperienced eyes the story was plain. 

"Now we got somethin' to go on!" Brett 
declared exdtedly. "All we've got to do is 
foller them tracks and we've got the killer." 

"Looks like!" Mike Leach's eyes were as 
harJ as agates, and glowed with an inner 
fire that was wickedly ea^er. "I'll get the 
snake that done it if I have to foller him 
to perdiHon!" 

They got their horses and took up the 
trail. It led almost due west. Obviously the 
killer, despite the fact that it was dark, had 
ridden fast after leaving Taggert's cabin. 
At first he had made no effort to conceal his 
trait After a couple of miles, however, 
probably after the killer had recovered from 
his first panic^ the ixadss beclffiae harder to 
foUow. 

BUT Leach was an expert tracker. He 
clung grimly to the trail, followed by 
Sam Brett. And, aftar a five-mile ride, they 
paused atop a ridge and sat looking down 
into a miniature valley between two tim- 
bered slopes. 

Down there was a log cabin ranchhouse, 
well-kept and relatively new, sheds, and a 
corral that held several cows. Smoke was 
curling from the cabin chimney. A creek 
wound along the floor of Uie swale between 
the ridges. In a second cOrral was a rai^ 
sorrel horse. 

The sli^t figure of a boy was in front 
of the cabin. Evidently about elevea or 
twelve years old, he was dressed in faded 
denims and a checked shirt. He was swing- 
ing a lariat, trying to lasso a post. 

The trail the sheriff and Brett had been 
following led down off the ridge, straight 
toward the ranch buildings. 
"Matt Taos!" Brett breathed, glancing ob- 
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liquely at the tall sheriff. "I . . . By gosh Ms 
is goin' to be hard to swallow." 

Leach said nothing for a moment. His face 
might have been carved from stone. The little 
cow outfit down there, he knew, belonged 
to Matt Taos. Matt lived there with his son, 
Nick, the boy's mother having died two or 
three years before. Taos had served a prison 
sentence for cattle stealing but most folks 
in the counl^ be^eved be vras iiffioeent of 
the crime. 

"Somethin' else'U make it look bad for 
Matt, too," Brett went on, shaking his head. 
"There was that nm-in Matt had with Lige 
in town a couple days ago. The whole town 
heard it. Over some money Matt owed Lige, 
wasn't it?" 

"You ought to know," grunted the sheriff. 
"Yuh stood not ten feet away and took it 
all in." 

"So did a dozen others, Includin' you," 
Brett protested. "THiat's what might make 
it go hard with Matt — ^the threats he made. 
Sheriff, I wish I hadn't come with you. I'd 
be willin' to turn and ride away, and just 
forget about what I've seen, if it'd help any. 
Matt Taos is my neighbor." 

"It wouldn't help any," Leach said coldly. 
"A killer's a killer, and they're a buzzardly 
breed. I'd like to stand by and see 'em 
all bum in purgatory!" 

Brett looked at the sheriff, and shivered, 
seeing the wholly savage and mwdless light 
in the lawman's eyes. 

"If that's the way yuh want it," Brett mut- 
tered. "Me, I ain't all stone and ice like you. 
I got a heart. It'll go kind of hard with that 
button down there, though. What about 
him?" 

"Well, what about him?" 

"Could yuh sleep good at night, knowin' 
yuh'd took a boy's daddy away from him?" 

"Brett, yuh're meddlin' in sometiiin' that 
ain't yore business," Leach said furiously. 
He controlled himself with an effort, but the 
dark bitterness remained in his eyes. "If it'll 
help yuh any to know, I once had a boy. 
That was years ago, vep in Montana. He was 
just abotit the same age as Matt Taos' kid 
down there. His mother was dead too, and 
he liked to ride and rope and swim just like 
I reckon that button does. 

"One day he rode into town with me in 
the buckboard. We wus ridin' along the 
street when these four masked hombres 
come from the bank. They jumped onto their 
bosses and started along the street toward 



us, firin' their guns, in all directions. I pulled 
over to the side, to let 'em pass. I didn't 
try to stop 'em, didn't even have a gun. But 
that didn't make any difference— they cut 
down on us. I heard the boy kiivd of sigh 
and then he fell over against me. He was 
dead. 

"A month later I pinned on a badge, swear- 
in' that I'd fight outlaws and killers until I 
died, and that I'd never let one live if I 
could kiU him. That's what I've done!" 

"I— I'm plumb sorry, Sheriff," Sam Brett 
said huskily. "I reckon I didn't savvy." 

But Mike Leach had already nudged his 
bucksliin down the slope toward the ranch 
buildings. Brett followed. A moment later 
they pulled up before the log ranchhouse. 
The freckled, tow-headed youngster had 
stopped his practise with the rope and re- 
garded them with wide^ wary eyes. 

"Yore paw at home, sonny?" the sheriff 
asked. 

The boy nodded. "Somebody to see yuh. 
Pap!" he called. / 

A big, blond man with broad tanned fea- 
tures came from the cabin. He looked un- 
smilingly at the two, nodded curtly. He 
wore faded levis and a gray shirt, and a 
bone-handled .44 six-shooter was strapped 
about his waist. In a land of .45s, the sheriff 
could remember few men who owned .44 
guns. 

"Light down, gents," Taos said cordially. 

MIKE LEACH swung to the ground, 
followed after a moment's hesitation 
by Brett. There was a certain wariness about 
the young rancher, Taos. He knew this was 
not a friendly visit The boy was wattdMng 
wide-eyed. 

"I reckon I'll have to arrest yuh, "Saoa," 
Leach said bluntly. 

Taos showed no surprise, only a sU^t 
stifEenmg of his body. 
"Why?'* 

"For killin' Lige Taggert." 

"If Taggert's dead I didn't kill him." 

"That'll be for a jury to decide! Ill iske 
yore gun." 

"You let my Pap alone!" Nick Taos cried 
shrilly. "He never killed anybody. Some- 
body's always devilin' him." 

The boy took a step forward, the rope 
drawn back threateningly, his eyes blazing. 

"It's all right, Nick," Matt Taos said gently. 
"Everything's goin' to be fine." 

He offered no resislance as the sheriff 
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stepped forward and lifted ffae .44 6!'om 4ti 

holster. 

"Now mebbe yuh'U tell me what this is all 
about," he said stiffly. 

"Got a bad memory?" Leach asked sar- 
donically. "All right, some time last n^jht 
Lige Taggert was killed and his safe robbed. 
Brett here rode by there this mornin* and 
found him. We rode out, picked up the kill- 
er's trail in a cedar thicket and follered it 
straight to here. That help any?" 

"It proves somebody's plumb loco! I w^t 
to bed early last night and didn't wake up 

till daylight." 

"Yuh got proof of that?" 

"Why — why, nobody except the button 
here. And I reckon he was asleep too. See 
here, SheriflE — ^just because I done time in 
the pen ytih can't — " 

"That's got nofliin' to do with it! I^et's 
have a look at the sorrel over there." 

They walked over to the corrEiI. A brief 
examination showed dried sweat on the SOt- 
rel's back and sides, proof that the animal 
had been ridden hard, not recently, but sev- 
eral hours before. One flank had been slashed 
cruelly with a spur. 

Sam Brett spoke. "Been several hours 
since that bronc was rode, Sheriff." 

"That's just it," HEke Leach said grimly. 
"Some time last night, I'd say. How about 
that, Taos?" 

The rancher's eyes held bitter desperation. 
"I don't know. I saw, when I watered 

and fed the sorrel this mornin', that he'd been 
rode. But it wasn't me that rode him. I don't 
know who did. You two figger it out, yuh're 
so cussed certain it was me killed Lige!" 

"I had nothin' to do witii this. Matt," Brett 
denied quickly. "When I come along I had 
no idea how it'd turn out. I got to admit it 
looks bad, foUerin' a trail here and findin' 
yore sorrel like this. That, and the quarrel 
yuh had with Lige in town two days ago. 
But I still ain't sayin' yuh done it." 

"Shore, I quarreled witii Taggert," Matt 
Taos said quietly. "When I borrered that 
five hundred dollars from him last year I 
didn't know what a doublecrossin' skunk 
he was. Two weeks ago I went to him, told 
him I didn't have the money to pay, and 
asked for an extension. He said it was all 
right. Said he was busy then, but to come 
back today — that's when the note falls due— 
and we'd fix up the papers. 

"Well, I began to smell a rat. and men- 
tioned it to him two days ago. He denied 



tellin' me I could, have an extension. Said 
ijiat if I didn't pay every penny when the 
note was due he'd take my outfit I kind of 
went off half-cocked, I reckon, and said some 
things. But it wasn't a killin' matter." 

"Not unless yuh needed that money in 
Taggert's safe." 

"My pap didn't kill anybody!" the freckled 
boy shrilled again, angi?ily. "Just because 
yuh're a sheriff yuh got no right to come 
here pesterin' us! I've heard about you! 
Yuh ain't human — yuh shoot men down just 
because yuh like to kiU, yuh beast!" 

"Nick!" Matt Taos said sharply. "Be quiet 
. . . That all the evidence yuh've got. Sheriff?" 

"I reckon so. But, it's Niougk." 

"How about that empty forty-four shell 
yuh found on Taggert's floor?" Brett inter- 
rupted. "Not many men pack a forty-four." 

Sam Brett suddenly clamped his lips to- 
gether. Mike Leach had turned slowly, was 
staring at him with implacable eyes. 

"Brett," he said flatly, "yuh're a filthy, 
low-down killer! Go for yore gun!" 

Sam Brett's face had gone chalky. 

"W-what yuh meara, Sheriff?" he stam- 
mered. 

"What I said! You killed Lige Taggert, 
looted his safe, and tried to frame it onto 
Matt Taos. I've got less use for a back- 
shootin' killer than for a snake. Draw!" 

"No^wait!" Brett cried desperately. "I 
, . . Yuh must be loco! Yuh got no proof 
I done that." 

"All the proof I need. Yuh come here while 
Matt Taos and the boy was asleep last night, 
stole the sorrel from the corral, rode it to 
Taggert's place. Yuh murdered Taggert, 
robbed his safe. Then yuh rode the sonrel 
back here in a hurry, pretendin' to try to 
hide yore trail but really makin' shore it 
could be follered. Yuh figgered that, along 
with the quarrel Matt had had with Taggert, 
would hang him." 

"Yuh're crazy! Wliy would I do that?" 

"Because yuh're a crooked, murderin' 
snake! And it's not exactly a guess. When 
Matt wears a spur, he wears it on the right 
side. On this whole range, Brett, I know 
only one man who wears a spur on his left 
heel. That man is you. And the sorrel Aere, 
Brett, is marked on the left side!" 

"lliat's no proof. Yuh can't arrest me!" 

"In my own mind I know yuh're guilty, 
and that's enough. Yuh seem to like killer 
law, and that's the kind I'm givin' yuh. I'm 
givin' yuh an even break. Draw, cuss yuh!" 
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Mike Leach had crouched lower now. His 
relentless eyes were as bleak as glacier ice. 

Sweat was running over Brett's face. Hia 
eyes were wide and bitter. 

"For the last time, Brett, draw!" i 

AH the courage seemed suddenly to go 
out of Brett, leaving him limp and trembling. 

"No — ^no, I won't do it!" he whimpered. 
"Yuh want to kill me! Yuh Xvant to see me 
there on the ground, kickin' and dyin'. H 
3aih shoot me, itH be murder. I— I Hlled 
Taggert— I'm willin' to sttmd Wal for it. 
Only don't shoot me!" 

Contempt in his eyes, Leach stepped for- 
ward and took Brett's gun. "Too yeller to 
live— or die^by yore own law," he sneered. 

"By gosh. Sheriff," Matt Taos said, mo- 
ments later, "yuh nearly had me convinced 
I had killed Lige Taggert Hov/d yuli fi^ec 
it was Brett that'd done it?" 

"Why, Brett convicted hisseK," the sheriff 
said slowly. "There was them spur marks 
on the left side of yore sorrel. And anolher 
thing— Brett aimed to mtake folks think you'd 
killed and robbed Taggert to get the money 
to pay off the mortgage against yore outfit 
He didn't know I'd loaned yuh the five hun- 
dred, right after that spat yuh had with 
Taggert, to pay off that note." 

"I thought about that," Taos admitted. "I 
hadn't mentioned it, because yuh asked me 
not to. But that was pretty slim evidence — 
that, and the spur marks — to accuse a man 
of murder on. Was that all?" 

"Not quite." The tall sheriff looked with 
grim humor at the crest-fallen killer. "Brett 
tipped his hand when he said, "How about 
that forty-four shell yuh four^d on Taggert's 
floor?' Happened I'd put that shell in my 
pocket right quick, without givin' Brett time 
to see it, and I hadn't said anything about 
it bein' a foriy-four. If he hadn't left that 
shell there a-purpose, after killin' Taggert 
with a forty-four, how would he have known 
what caliber it was?" 

"By gosh, Sheriff, yuh're plumb smart!" 
young Nick Taos declared admiringly. "I 
reckon I'll be a lawman like you when. I 
grow up." He looked embarrassed, wriggling 
his bare toes in the dust "I— I'm sorry I 
said them things about yuh. I take 'em back. 
Yuh reckon yuh could come out and visit 
Pap and me sometime?" 

"Why, I reckon I could," Iifike Leadi said 
softly. His eyes were clear and nMthout 
bitterness. "Mebbe right often. How about 
xmlt. Stmday to start with?" 
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TRAIL BLAZERS 

^Continued /row page M) 
locally favorable cash crops such as beans* 
potatoes, or sometimes sugar beets- There 
should be enoagh dairy cows or other live- 
stock maintained to utilize the feed produced. 

That's merely a generalization. There is 
no cut and dried rule to follow in irrigation 
farming. In some sections, or in some cases 
where the best crop production bet is hay 
and pasture the entire farm may be devoted 
principally to livestock. Dairy cattle, beef 
cattle, or even sheep. In other cases fruit 
and vegetable raising, poultry, or turkey 
raising may be the main enterprise. 

''he choice is wide and the possible com- 
bi .ations numerous. But the settler must 
IT ake his own decisions, using his special 
talents and experience to help him plot out 
the most likely direction in which his in- 
dividual farm success will lie. 

Whatever the ultimate choice some type of 
intensive farming is virtually a prerequisite 
to successful irrigation farming. Inasmuch as 
tiie water used must be paid for, high crop 
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returns or high value crops are needed to 
make the land pay off. On the other hand 
the very fact that high value crops can be 
produced on- irrigated land results in smaller 
farms, that is simller ajcresges, lining oeces- 

sary. 

Most general purpose irrigated farms are 
less than 100 acres in size. Popular sub-divi- 
sions are 40 acre farms, or 80 acre farms. 

How and when irrigation water is used are 
other factors important to the success of ir- 
rigated farming. Most crops must be irri- 
gated several times during the growing sea- 
son. When they need water the correct 
amount should be etlstiibiited eveally over 
the crop area. 

Too much water can cause important plant 
foods to leach out r ^ the soiL Too little will 
cut down the crop ' ield, as WiH crater applied 
at the wrong timf . 

All this won't make you an experienced 
irrigation farmer in a few minutes' reading 
time. It's not intended to. The idea is simply 
to give a few pointers, sufficient to demon- 
strate that there are wrinkles to successful 
irrigation farming that require special skills, 
knowledge and experience. 

For that matter putting new land into 
fruitful production has always been a job 
that takes a bit of doing. But it's been done 
before and it's being done today. The mod- 
ern settlers around Prosser are tackling it 
with the spirit and courage that led an earlier 
generation of homeseekers to the first found- 
ing of a new empire at the end of I3ie Oregon 
Trail. 

You, too, can tackle it the same way! 
That's all for now, yuh western-minded 
gu;y5 and gals. There^ be more next issue. 
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IN OUR NEXT ISSUE 

A WILD, woolly, and whacky new adven- 
ture of the West's funniest &vorites 
— ^Tombstone and Speedy — ^tops the fist in 
the next issue of EXCITING WESTERN. It's 
caUed THE LAW OF AVERAGES and is 
written, of course, by that master spinner of 
yarns that tickle your fimnybone, W. C. 
Tuttle. 

It all began when Tombstone Jones and 
Speedy Smith climbed off the caboose of a 
long cattle train and came down to the de- 
pot, limping a little in their high-heel boots 
and carrying their war-bags. They were 
back to the headquarters of the CatUemen's 
Association and none too happy about it 

As they limped up to the depot &ey were 
handed a telegram froni their boss, Jim 
Keaton. 

"No report from you on last two cases," 
the wire read, '^ou afe impossible. Come 



in »t eaea. I aafed men I can depend on." 

tSooi!" granted Tombttoae. 'Tm |^ad He 
l^redates us." 

"Appreciates us?" gasped Speedy. 

"Shore. He says for us to come in at once 
'cause he needs men he can depend on." 

"I hope yuh're right," sighed Speedjr, "but 
it don't read like that to me." 

"That's the worst of bein' able to read, 
Speedy — ^yuh get thin^ all wrong." 

They limped down to the Cattlemen's As- 
sociation ofHce. 

Jim Keaton was more than a Uttle peeved 
that he had not heard £rcnn his tws men 
in weeks. 

"We cleaned up both cas^ yOU had us on, 
Jim," said Speedy. 

"I know you did," Keaton snapped back. "I 
managed to get reports from two sheriffs — 
but none from you two. Where is the six 
thousand dollars you two got on that deal in 
Apache Butte?" 

"Jim," replied Tombstone soberly, "any- 
body will tell yuh that if yuh keep puttin' 
yore money on the Double O, the law of 
averages will make yuh e-ventually win." 

"Some day," said Keaton soberly, "when 
you're both old — ^you'll look back and wish 
you had saved your money." 

"I'd like to ask yuh a honest question, Jim," 
said Tombstone. "Did yuh ever see a old 
range detective?" 

"Well, I suppose there is. I don't know of 
one off-hand, Tombskme." 

"They don't last," declared Tombstope. 

"The law of averages works on 'em," said 

"I wouldn't worry too aauch about detec- 
tives," said Keaton. "From now on your life 
expectancy may increase. In other words, 
I've got to replace you two. I'm sorry, but 
you two are imreliable." 

"Yuh mean, we're fired?" asked Speedy. 

"Yes, I'm afraid that is what I mean, 
Speedy." 

At that moment a man came in and handed 
Jim Keaton several telegrams. Jim Keaton 
stared at one of th«n as he read it, his face 
just a bit white under his natural tan. The 
message told of the shooting of Jim Haley, 
the new man Keaton had hired to take the 
place of Tombstone and Speedy. 

"Well," said Tombstone, "I reckon the law 
of averages caught up with him." 

"Wait a minute!" snapped Keaton. "You 
two head out there for 'West Fork right away. 
I want the man who killed Haley. Theie's 
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too much killing of association men going on. 
Now get out of here! And blast your hides, 
if you don't report to me, I'll shoot you both 
on sight. You never reported, but you might." 

"Yeah," nodded Tombstone gravely. "The 
law of averages might work out, Jim." 

That's the breezy style in which THE LAW 
OF AVERAGES begins. Action, mystery, 
suspense, and side-splitting laughs are 
packed into this zany tale that's featured in 
the next issue of EXCITING WESTERN. 
Youll be misfsing a lot if you don't read it. 

Also in the same issue will be SHOW- 
DOWN RIDES THE RIVER, by Walker A. 
Tompkins. It's a story filled with action 
right from the start when Clint Gregg, young 
printer on a cowtown newspaper, goes down 
into the mUlrace to chop free a snag that has 
fouled the waterwheel supplying the motive 
power for his newspaper press. 

The night was black, but Gregg could see 
a man poling a raft on the river and appar- 
ently trying to make a landing on the sand- 
bar which the tailrace had thrust out into 
the river. The man seemed to be in trouble. 

"Keep polLn', amigo!" Gregg shouted to 
him, waving his lantein. JTll wade out Ml' 
lend you a hand." 

A guttural oath was Gregg's answer. Then 
a six-gun spat flame from the blackneiss aud 
a bullet snuffed out Gregg's lantern. 

A second bullet ricocheted off the water 
alongside Gregg's boots. A moment later, 
Gregg saw the gunman scramble up on the 
mudbank and disappear into the night. 

Gregg didn't get the significance of the in- 
cident until he climbed the stairs back up to 
the newspaper office and met his boss, old 
Pop Dorrigao. 

"The devil's broke loose up in the Copper- 
lodes tonight, Clint!" the old man yelled. 
"Somebody dynamited the railway trestle up 
the river and wrecked a train load of lumber. 
The fireman talked before he died. He said 
the man who touched off the dynamite made 
his getaway — on a raft down the river!" 

Look forward to SHOWDOWN RIDES 
THE RIVER, by Walker A. Tompkiai^ for 
gunsmoke thrills and action! 

A new Navajo Raine novelet by Jackson 
Cole is also in the next, great all-star issue. 
It is called RANGERS RIDE ALONE and 
is sure to please all you Navajo Raine fans. 

In addition, we'll have another TRAIL 
BLAZERS chat, and many other crack 
western yarns of the kind that have made 
EXCITING WESTERN a consistent winner! 



Hiere's excitement in every page, from cover 
to eever to iftie next issue! 



LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 

WE have received interesting letters 
this time, and we only hope that you 
readers keep on writing as faithfully as you 
have in the past. It's through your letters 
that we get to know what you like and don't 
like. So don't be bashful. Let us hear what 
you ibave to say—be it praise or blame! 

I read an article in a recent issue of EXCITING 
WESTERN in wtiich it was stated that gold min- 
ing Arizona was out. I know better. I came to 
Arizona twelve years ago from Michigan. We 
have an open pit gold mine which contains a lot 
of ore, but the country is so rugged it's hard to 
get at. We have never worked the mine our- 
selves but we have been told by those who know 
that good gold was taken out, and samples taken 
from all around show gold. There is also placer 
gold in the washes.— Peori Rose, Bumble Bee, 
Arizona. 

Of all the western magazines that I have read 
I think EXCITING WESTERN is tops in reading 
entertainment. I can't find a story in each issue 
that is not chock full of laughs and thrills. Keep 
up the good workl— Charles Beal, Broken Bow 
Nebraska. 

I read EXCITING WESTERN every month and 
^ the stories are always very exciting. Tombstone 
and Speedy are my favorites and then comes 
Navajo Rajne. But why do you miss having a 
Navajo Rame story in som6 iasaesf—A. N. Home 
Shoreham, Vermont. 

I Uke EXCmNG WESTERN very much 
though some of your stories aren't so good My 
rating of the stories is— first, W. C. Tuttle's 
Tombstone and Speedy yams, second. Alamo 
Paige, and third, Navajo Raine. The Tombstone 
and Speeay stories are super.— Wolter Paulsen 
Chinook, Montana. ' 

u Tombstone and Speedy novelets are the 

best of the lot, and so is Alamo Paige Your 
yams would be more popular if you keep them 
^^'^ '^^ clamor for EXCIT- 
ING WESTERN, and it would be a pity if it ran 
trials and we missed an installment.— Keanetft 
Newman, Cape Town, South Africa. 

That's all we can quote firom our mail bag 
^ time, but the above are typical of hun- 
dreds of commtmications received— for which 
we thank all of you. We'll be back next issue 
with plenty more letters and postcards, and 
we'll be looking for one from— YOU! So 
sit down pronto and drop us a line about 
what you like in EXCITING WESTERN, and 
what you don't like. Please address your' mail 
to The Editor, EXCITING WESTERN 10 
East 40th Street, New York 16, N.Y. 

Thanks everybody— and so long until next ' 
issue. —THE EDITOR. 
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WILL YOU HAVE TO GIVE UP THAT NEW GAR? WILL YOUR WIFE HAVE TO 
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Now is the time to provide for your family! Tomorrow may be too late! 
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25c per week, you too can have ttiis amazing, low cost, FUIi COVER- 
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NCyr A LIMITED POLICY. Benefits are not 
limited to a few specific diseases, or to a limited 
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Accidents are included, and benefits start with the 
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It is both wise and thrifty to prepare for eventuali- 
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policy plan which pays as much as $50.00 per week 
Hospital Benefits and up to $100.00 per month 
for all- accidents and all sicknesses and up to 
$20a00 for Travel Accidents. Pays up to $2,500.00 
fM accidental death, f unfaecmore, it pays for 
(duarantine, Nurse, Ambulance, Female Diseases, 
Childbirth and many others as provided by the 
policy, all for less than 25c a week, payable month- 
if. This monthly cost is so low, you may hardly 
believe it. It is issued by the well-known NORTH- 
ERN TRUST LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY. 
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em and yoa doat xicit one pennyl Mo Agisat 



NO AGENT WIU CAU 

The BLUE RIBBON! 
Sickness and AccidenC 
policy is now available 
to men, women and chil* 
dren between the a§es of 
15 and 64. There is no 
long list of questions — 
no delay — no red tape 
of any kind. ^ 

EXAMINE rail DETAtlS 
WITHOUT OBLIGATION 

Examine facts about diis 
amazing prompt - paying 
FULL COVERAGE poC- 
icy on our FREE inspeo 
tion offer. Look over 
these startline fact* with- 
out cost, risk or obliga- 
tion! 



POIICY PAYS 
for Hospital Con- 
rmameht UP TO 



IflatdupbySick-J* 
neH or Accident 
crthetneUPTO 

Travel, Accidental 
or Emergency 
fund UP TO 



Phytical 
OisiMmber> 
^mentUPTO 



AccidentalOl 
Death, * 
UPTO' 



All THIS FOR 

ONLY $|00 A 



mONTft, 



MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 



All-America Insurance Agency, Dept. tSnSZ 
317 Webster St., Monigomeiy, illinels 

Gentlemen: Please send me, jrithout obligatioo, fuH de- 
tails about yout Sickness tad Acddeot FULL COVERAGE 
Policy. I understand it" Js NOT A LIMITED POLICY 



j will 



atid beocfits from the £QLST PAY niad that no figeat 



..-.«,i...>v-<...JkG£.. 



ADDRESS 
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